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PREFACE 


Mr. DRYDEN. 


H E Life of Ovid being already written 
in our Language before the Tranſlation of 
' =. his Metamorphoſes, will ' not preſame 
| fo far upon my ſelf, to think 1 can' add any _— 
/ to Mr. Sandys his undertaking. The Engli 
Reader may there be ſatisfied, that be flowiſh'd 
| in the Reign of Auguſtus Czfar, that he was Ex- 
| . trafled from an Ancient Family of Roman Knights ; 
that he was born to the Tuheritance S a Splendid 
Fortune, that he was defrz»'d to the Study of the Law; 
and had made confiderable progreſs in it, before he 
quitted that Profeſſion, for this of Poetry, to which 
he was more naturally form'd. The Canſe of his Bar 
niſhment is unknown; becauſe he was himſelf anwilling 
. further to provoke the' Emperour, by aſeribing it to 
any other reaſon, than what" was pretended by Au- 
guſtus, which was the Laſctviouſneſs of his Blegies, 
and his Art of Love. 'Tis true they are not to be Ex- 
” Bd. 6 cus'd 
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cus d in the ſeverity of Manners, as being able to Cor- 


rupt a larger Empire, if there were any, than that of 


Rome ; yet this may be ſaid in behalf of Ovid, that 
no man has ever treated the Paſſion of Love with ſo 
much Delicacy of thought, and of Expreſſion, or 
ſearch'd into the nature of it more Philſefbicall than 
he. . And tha Emperour who condemn'd him, had as 
little reaſon as another Man to puniſh that fault with 
ſo much ſeverity, if at leaſt he were the Author of. a 
certain Epigram, which is aſcribd to him, relating 
to the Cauſe of the firſt Civil War betwixt himſelf and 
Mark Anthony the Triumvir, which is more fulſome 
than any paſſage T have met with in our Poet. To paſs 
by the-naked familiarity of his Expreſſions to Horace, 
which are cited in that Anthor's: Life, I need only 
mention one notorious At of bis, in taking Livia to 
his Bed, when ſhe was not only Married; but with 
Child by her Hushand, then living. But Deeds, it 


ſeems, may be Juſtified by Arbitrary Power, when 


Wards are queſtion d ini'a Poet. There is another 
gueſs of the Grammarians, as far from truth as the 
firſt few Reaſon ; they will have him Baniſhd for 
ſome. favours, which they ſay he. receiv d from Julia, 
the Daughrer of Auguſtus, whom. they think he Ce- 
lebrates under the' Name of .Corinna' ix his Elegies : 


But. he who will obſerve the Verſes which are made to 


that Miſtreſs, may. gather from the whole contexture 
of- them, that Corinna was nut a Woman of the high- 
eſt, Quality ; If Julia were then Married to Agrippa, 
why ſhou d our. Poet- make his Petition. to I11s,: for 
her ſafe delivery, and afterwards; Condole ber Miſ- 

carriage ; 


m—_Q. Vt bd 


to ed 


OVID's APIS7LES. 

carriage ; which for oaght he knew might be by her own 
Elushand? Or indeed how durſt be be ſo bold to make 
the leaft diſcovery of ſuch a Crime, which was no leſs 
than'Capitdl, eſpecially Committed againſt a Perſon 
of Agrippa's Runk 2 Or if it were before her Mar- 
yiage, he would ſurely have been more diſcreet, than 
tv have publifÞ'd an Accident, which muſt have been 
fatal to them both. But what moſt Confirms me againſt 
this Opinion is, that Ovid himſelf comp/ains that 
the true Perſon of Corinna was found out by the 
Fame of his Perſes to ber which if it had 'been 
Julia, he -durſt not have ownd; and befides, an 
immediate puniſhment muſt ha've follow d. "HJ; ſeems 
himſelf more truly to have touch d at the Cauſe of his 
Bile in thoſe obſeure Verſes, 

Cur aliquid vidi, cur noxia Lumina feci2 Sec. 

Namely, that be had either ſeen, or was Conſcious 
to ſomewhat, which bad procur'd him” his diſgrace. 
But neither am I ſatisfied that this was the Tnceff of 


_ the Emperour with his own Daughter : For Auguſtus 


was of a nattire tob vindicative to have contented him- 
elf with'ſo ſmall a Revenze, or ſo unſafe to himſelf, as- 
that of fimple Baniſhment, and would certainly have ſe- 
car d his Crimes from publick notice by the death of hins 


tho was witneſs to them. Neither have Hiſtories groen 
us any fight into ſuch an Attion of this Emperonr : 


nor would be (the greateſt Politician of his time) in 
all probability, have manag'd his Crimes with ſo little 


1. Jecrefie, as not to (him the Obſervation of any man, It 
ſeems more probable that Ovid was either the Confi> 


dent of ſome other paſſion, or that he had flumbled by 
A 2. ſome. 
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ſome inadvertency upon the privacies of Livia, and 
' ſeen her in a Bath : For the words 
Oe Sine veſte Dianam, 
agree better with Livia who had the Fame of Chaſtity, 
than with either of the Julia's, who were both noted 
of incontinency. The firſt Verſes which were made 
y bim in bis Touth, and recited publickly, according 
to the Cuſtom, were, as he himſelf aſſures us, to Co- 
rinna : his Baniſhment happen'd not til! the age of fifty, 
from which it may be deduc'd, with probability enough, 
that the Iove of Corinna did not occaſion it : Nay he 
tells us plainly, that his offence was that of Errour on- 
ly, not of wickedneſs : and in the ſame Paper of Verſes 
alſo, that the cauſe was notoriouſly known at Rome, 
though it be left ſo 0"cure to after ages. , 
But to leave Conjeftures on a Subjett ſo incertain, 
and to write ſomewhat more Authentick of this Poet : 
That he frequented the Court of __ and was 
web receiv d in it, is moſt undoubted : all his Poems 
bear the Charafter of a Court, and appear to be writ« 
ten as the French call it Cavalierement : add to 
this, that the Titles of many of his Elegies, and more 
of bis Letters in his Baniſhment, are addreſsd to 
perſons well known to us, even at this diſtance, to have 
been confiderable in that Court. | 
Nor was his acquaintance leſs with the famous Poets 
of his age, than with the Noble-men and Ladies; he 
 rells you himſelf, in a particular acconnt of his own 
Life, that Macer, Horace, Tiballus, Propertius, 
and many others of them were his familiar Friends, 
and that ſome of them communicated their Writings 
is 
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to bim : But that he had only ſeen vogy VLG 
If the imitation of Nature be the buſineſs of a Poet, 
T know no Author who can juſtly be compar d with ours, 
eſpecially in the Deſcription of the Paſſions. And to 
prove this, I ſhall need no other Funges than the 
generality of his Readers : For all Paſſions being 'in- 
born with us, we are almoſt. equally Fudges when we - 
are concern'd in the repreſeritation of them : Now [7 
will appeal to any Man who has real this Poet, whe 
ther he find not the natural Emotion of the ſame Paſ- 
fion in bimſelf, which the Poet deſcribes in his feign d 
perſons > his thoughts which. are the Piftures and re- 
ſults of thoſe Paſſions, are generally ſuch as naturally 
ariſe from thoſe, diſorderly . Motions of our Spirits. 
Tet, not to ſpeak too partially in his behalf, I will con- 


. feſs that the Copiouſneſs of his Wit was ſuch, that he 


often writ too pointedly for his Subjett, and made 
bis perſons ſpeak more Eloquently than the violence of 
their Paſſion would admit : ' fo that he is frequently 
witty out of ſeaſon : leaving the imitation of Nature, 
and the cooler diftates of his Judgment, for the falſe 
applauſe of Fancy. Tet he ſeems to have found out 
this Imperfettion in his riper age : for why elſe ſhould 
he _— that his Metamorphoſes was left un- 
finiſh'd ? Nothing ſure can be added to the Wit of 
that Poem, or of the reſt : But many things ought to 
have been retrench'd ; which I ſuppoſe would have been 
the buſineſs of bis Age, if his Misfortunes had not 
come too faſt upon him. But take him wncorrefted as 
he is tranſmitted to us, and it muſt be acknowleds d in 


ſpight of his Dutch Friends, the Compentators, even 
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of Julius Scaliger. himſelf, that Seneca's Cenſare will 
ſtand good againſt him ; | | 
Neſcivit quod bene ceflit relinquere. 

he never knew haw to give over, when he bad done well : 
Eut continually varying the ſame ſenſe an hundred ways, 
and taking up in another. place, what he had more than 
enough inculcated before,” he ſometimes clays his Rea- 
ders inſtead of ſatisfying them':. and gives occaſton+to 
his Trauſlators, who dare not cver him, to bluſh at the 


wakedneſs of their Father. This then is:the Allay of 


Ovid's. writing, which - is ſufficiently recompenc'd. by 
his other Excellencies ; nay this very fault is not with- 
out its Beauties : | fir... the moſt ſevere Cenſor cannot 
but be. pleas d with the rodigality of his Wit, though 
at the ſame time he could have wiſh d, that the Maſter 
of ut had been a better Manager. Every thing which 
he does, becomes him, and if. ſometimes he appear 
700-gay, yet there is'a ſecret gracefulneſs of youth, 
which accompanies his Writings, though the. ſtay dneſs 
and ſobriety of Age be wanting. In the, moſt material 
part, which is the conduft, 'tis certain that he ſeldom 
has miſcarried ; for if his Elegies be compar d. with 
thoſe: of Tibullus, . aud  Propertius his: Contempox 
raries,. it will be found that thoſe. Paets ſeldom de+ 


fign'd before they writ ; © And thougb.the Language of 


Tibullus be more poliſÞd, and the Learning of Pro- 

pertius, | eſpecially. in bis Fourth: Book, mote ſet 

out to oftentation ++ Tet their common. prattice, was to 

look.no further before them than tbe next Line ; whence 

it will inevitably follow, that they cam;drive to yo cer- 

tain point, but ramble from oye Subjett to anoth ar, 
3 an 
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#nd conclude with ſomewhat which is wot of a piece 
with their beginnings * 
Purpuerus late qui ſplendeat; unus & alter 
itur pannus: As Horace ſays, 
though the Verſes are Golden, they are But patch d into 


"the Garment. 'But Our Poet has a'ways the Goal in 


his Eye,which direfts him in his Race; ſome Beauti- 


| ful deſign, which he firt-eſftabliſhes, and then contrives 


the means, which will naturally conduCt it to his end. 
This will be Evident to Fudicious Readers in this 
work of his Epiſtles, of which ſomewhat, at leaſt in 
general will be expedted. 

The Title of them in our late Editions is Epiſtolz 
Heroidum, The Letters of the Heroines. But Hein- 
fius has jurg'd more truly, that the Inſcription of 
our Author was barely, Epiſtles ; which he concludes 
from bis cited Verſes, where Ovid aſſerts this Work 
as -his «own Tuvention, and not ' borrow d from the 


| Greeks, © whom ( as the Maſters of their . Learning, ) 


the Romans uſually did imitate. But it appears not 
from their Writers, that any of the Grecians ever 
touch d upon this way, which our Poet therefore juſtly 
has vindicated 'to himſelf. I quarrel not at the word 
Heroidum, becauſe tis us'd by Qvid in his. Art of 
Love: © <P 
-- "Jupiter at veteres ſupplex Feroidas ibar. 

Bat ſure he cou'd not be guilty of ſuch an over-fight, 
to call his Work by the Name of Heroines, when there 
are divers men.or Heroes, as namely Patis, Lean- 
der, and Acontius, joyn'd in it. Except Sabinus, 
who writ ſome Anſwers to Ovid's Letters. x 
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(Quam Jo 6 toto. rediit meus orbe Sa- 
binus, ) 

I remember not any of the Romans who have treated 
this Subjet, ſave only Propertius, and that. but 
once, in his. Epiſtle of Arethuſa to Lycotas, which 
is written ſo near the Style of Ovid, that it ſeems 
to be but an Imitation, and therefore ought not to de- 
fraud our Poet of the Glory of his Invention. 

Concerning this work of the Epiſtles, I ſhall con- 
eent my ſelf to obſerve theſe few. particulars. Firſt, 
| that they are generally granted to be the moſt perfett 
piece of Ovid, and that the Style of them is tender- 
ly Paſftonate and Courtly; two properties well agree- 
ing with the Perſons which were Heroines, and Lo- 
vers. Tet where the Charatters were lower, as is 
OEnone, and Hero, he has kept cloſe to Nature 
in drawing his Images after. a Country Life, though 
perhaps he has Romanizd his Grecian Dgmes too 
much, and made them ſpeak ſometimes as if they 
had been born in the City of Rome, and under the 
Empire of Auguſtus. There ſeems to be no great 
variety in the particular Subjefs.which he has choſen ; 
Moſt of the Epiſtles being written from Ladies who 
were forſaken - by their Lovers : Which is the rea- 
ſon that many of the ſame thoughts come back upo; 
us in divers Letters : But of the general Charatter 
of Women which is modeſty, he has taken a moſt be- 
coming care; for his amorous Expreſſions go no fur« 
ther than vertne may allow, and therefore may be.read 
as he intended them, by Matrons without a bluſh. 

Thus much concerning the Poet : Whom you find 

- >; 1 © tranſlated 


OVID's EPISTLES. 


tranſlated by divers hands, that you may at leaff 
pn overs in the Engliſh, which the Sabje# 
denied to the Author of the Latine. It remains that 
1 ſhould ſay ſomewhat of Poetical Tranſlations in 
eneral, and give my Opinion ( with ſubmiſſion to 
Tier Judgments ) which way of Yerfron ſeems to me 
moſt proper. | | 
All Tranſlation I ſuppoſe may be reduced to theſe . 
three heads : | 
Firſt, ' that of Metaphraſe, or turning an Author 
Word by Word, and Line by Line, from one Lan- 
uage*into another. Thus, or near this manner, was 
Horace his Art of Poetry traxſlated by Ben. John- 
ſon. The ſecond way is that of Paraphraſe, or 
Tranſlation with Latitude, where the Author is by 
in view by the Tranſlator, ſo as never to be hoſt, 
his words are not ſo ſtriftly follow d as bis ſenſe, and 
that too is admitted to be amplified, but not alter'd. 
Such is Mr. Waller's Tranſlation of Virgil's Fourth 
Aneid. The Third way is that of Imitation, where 
the Tranſlator (if now be has not loft that Name) 
aſſumes the liberty not only to vary from the words and 
ſenſe, but to forſake them both as he ſees occaſion : and 
taking only ſome general hints from 'the Oniect 
to run divifion on the Ground-work, as he 'pleaſes. 
Such is Mr. Cowley s praftice in og two Odes 


of Pindar, and one of Horace into Eng | 
Concerning the. Firſt of theſe Methods, our Maſter 
Horace has given us this Cantion, 


Nec verbum verbo curabis reddere, fidus 
Interpres—— 


Nor 
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Nor word for word too faithfully tranſlate. 4s the 
Earl of Roſcommon has exceBently render'd it. Too 
faithfully'is indeed pedantically : Tis a faith like that 
which proceeds from Superſtition, blind and zealous : 
Take it Sch" Reprefins of Sir John Denham, zo 
$ir Rich, Fanſhaw, on his Perſon of the Paſtor 
Fido. | 
That ſervile path; thou nobly do'ſt decline, 

Of tracing Word by Word, and Line by Line ; 

A new and nobler way thou doſt purſue, 

To make Tranſlations, - and"Tranſlators too: 

They but preſerve the Aſhes, -thou the Fime, 

True'to his Senſe, but truer to his Fame. 

"Tis almoſt impoſſible to Tranſlate verbally, and 
well, at the ſame time; for the Latin, (a miſt Severe 
and Compendionus Language) often expreſſes that "in 
one word, which' either the Bartarity, or the narrow- 
neſs. of modern Tongues cannot ſupply in more. *Tis 
frequent alſo that the Conceit- is conch'd in ſome FEx- 
preſſion, which:will be loſt in Engliſh. | 
'-.» "Atque jidem Venti vela fidemque ferent. 
What Poet of our Nation is ſ#/happy as to expreſs this 
thought Litterally in Englith, aud to ſtrike Wit or al- 
moſt Senſe out of it 2 
' © Tu"ſbort the Verbal Copier is 'ncumber d with ſo | 
many difficulties at once, that he can never difint angle 
himſelf from all. He is to'confider at the ſame time 
the thought of his Authour, and his words, and to find 
out the Counterpart to each im another Language : And 
befides this he is to confine himſelf to the compaſs of 
Numbers, and the Slavery of Rhime. Tis much like 


dancing 


_ of one. is. much mere moderate. I ta 
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Mancing on Ropes with fetter'd Legs : . A manmway fhun 


FP fall by uſing Caution, but the gracefulneſs Moti- 
-0# is not to be expeited: And when we have ſaid the 
beſt. of it, tis but-a ores _ res ſober man 
would put himſelf into a danger for 3 nf 
ſeapt - without breaking his Neck., We. ſee Ben 
Johnſon could not avaid FChfeariry in bis literal. Fraw- 


[lation of Horace, - attempted in the ſame compaſs of 


| Lines: nay Horace himſelf could ſcarce have done + it. 


fo a Greek Poet, 

| Brevis eſſe laboro, obſcurus fio. 

either perſpicuity or gracefulneſs will frequently be wan- 
ting. Horace has indeed avoided both theſe Rocks 


mer's Qdyſles, which he has contratted into two, 

Dic mihi Muſa Virum capta poſt tempora Trojaz 
Qui mores hominum multorum vidit & urbes.. - 
Muſe, ſpeak the man,.who ſince the Siege-of -Troy, Frogs 


 im- bis T7, Ys of the three firſt Lines of Ho- 


$0. many Towns,. ſuch.change of Manners ſaw, 


But then the ſafferings of Ulyſles, "which are @ Con- 

fiderable part of that Sentence are omitted. 
[Os paz TroraAg mAeyY On. ] 

The Confederation of theſe di -ſiculries, in a ſervile, 
literal Tranſlation, not long. fince made two of our Fa- 
mous Wits, Sir Jahn Denham, © and Mr. Cowley , 
to contrive another-way 'of turning, Authors into: our 
Fongue,- call'd\ by: th2 latter of them, Itmitation. \.4s 
they were Friends; 1 ſuppoſe they C ammwnicatel their 
thouzhts ou this: 8ubj2tt to-each- other, and therefore 
their reaſons for. i are little. differeut + + thoubhthe 
edmis 


taton 
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ration of an Author in their ſence to be an Endeavour 
of a later Poet to write like one who has written be- 
fore him on the ſame Subje : That is, not to tranſlate 
' bis Words; or to be Confin'd-to his Senſe, but only to ſet 
him as a Pattern, and to write, as be ſuppoſes that 
Author would have done, had he livd in our Age, 
and in our Country. Tet 1 dare not ſay that either of 
them have carried. this libertine way of rendring Au- 
thors (as Mr. Cowley calls it) ſo far as my De- 
finition reaches. For in the Pindarick Odes,. the 
Cuſtoms and Ceremonies of  Antient Greece are (fill 


preſerud : But I know not what miſchief -may ariſe 


hereafter from the Example of ſuch an innovation, 
when Writers of unequal parts to him, ſhall imitate + 
ſo bold an- undertaking; to add and to diminiſh 
what we pleaſe, which ts the way avow'd by him, ought 
only to be granted to Mr. Cowley, . and that too only 
in bis Tranſlation of Pindar, becauſe he alone was 
able to make him amends, by giving him better of his 
- own, 'when ever he refus d his Authors thoughts. Pin- 
dar is generally known to be a dark Writer, to want 
Connexion, ( 1 mean as to our underſtanding ) to 
ſoar out of fight, and leave his Reader at a Gaze : 
$o wild and ungovernable a Poet cannot be tranſlated li- 
terally, his Genius is too ſtrong to bear a Chain, and 
Sampſon like he ſhakes it off: A. Genius ſo elevated 
and unconfind as Mr. Cowley's, was but neceſſary 
ro make Pindar ſpeak Engliſh, and that was to be 

pws by no other way thin imitation. But if 
Virgil, or Ovid, or any regatar intelligible Authors 
be thus usd, "tis n0 louger to be call'd their work, 
when 


ls... 
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when neither the thoughts nor words are draws 
from the Original: But inſtead of them there is ſome- 
thing new produc'd, which is almoſt the Creation of 
another hand. By this way "tis true, ſomewhat that is 
Excellent may be imvented, perhaps more Excellent than 


- the firſt defign, though Virgil muſt be fill __ | 


when that perhaps takes place : Tet he who is inquifit 


to kittw an Author's thoughts will be diſappointed in'his 


expefation. And "tis not always that. a "man will 
be contented to have'a Preſent made him, when he ex- 
peits the payment of a Debt. To flate it fairly; Inii+ 
tation of an Author is the moſt «advantagious way 
for a Tranſlator to ſhew himſelf, but the greateſt wrong 
which can be done to the Memory and Reputation" of 
ther dead. Sir John Denham (who advis'd more 
Liberty than he took himſelf.) groves this Reaſon for 
bis Innovation, in his admirable Preface before "the 
Tranſlation of the ſecond Aneid. Poetry is of fo 
ſubtil a Spirit, that in pouring out of one Lan- 
guage into another, it will all Evaporate ; and 
if a new Spirit be not added in the transfuſion, 
there wilt remain nothing but a Caput Mortuum. 
I confeſs this Argument holds good againſt a literal 
Tranſlation, but who defends it > Imitation and verbal 
Verfion are in my opinion the two extreams, which 
ought to be avoided : And therefore when 1 have pro- - 
pos A the mean betwixt them, it will be ſeen how 
far his Argument will reach. | 
No man is capable of tranſlating Poetry, who befides 
a Genius to that Art, is not a Maſter both of his Au- 
thor's Language, and of his own: Nor muſt ' we un- 
: derſtand 
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derſtand the Language only of the Poet, but his parti- 
cular turn of Thoughts, and 4 Maaſſin, which art 
the Charatters that -diſtingaiſh; and as it were indivi- 
duate him from all other Writers. When we are come 
thus far, \'tis time to look into ont ſebves, to conform 
our Genius to. his, to give his thought either the ſame 
turn, if our Tongue will bear it, or if not, to vary but 
the dreſs, not to' alter or deſtroy the” ſubſtance. 'The 
like Care muſt be taken of. the more outwartl Orna- 
ments, the Words ; when they appear (which is but 
ſeldom) literally graceful, it were an injury to the Aus 
thor that they ſhould be chang'd: But: fince every Lan- 
guage is ſo fall of its own proprieties, that what is 
Beautiful in one, is often Barbarous, nay ſometimes 
Nonſenſe in another, it would be unreaſonable to limit 
a Tranſlator to the narrow .compaſs of his Author's 
Words : "tis enough if he chuſe ont ſome Expreſſion 
which does not witiate the Senſe, 1. ſappoſe he may 
ftretch his Chain to ſuch a Latitude, but by innovati- 
on of thoughts, methinks he breaks it. By this means 
the Spirit of an Author may be transfus d, and yet not 
loſt : and thus 'tis plain, that the reaſon alledged by Sit 
John Denham, has no farther force than to Expreſſi- 
on: For thought, if it be tranſlated truly, cannot” be 
loſt in another Language, but the words that comvty it 
Fo our. apprebenfion (which are the Image and Orna- 
ment of that thonght ) maybe” ſo ill: choſen as to 
make it appear in an unhandſome dreſs, and"rob it 4 
its native Luſtre. There is therefore a Liberty to be 
allowed for the Expreſſion, neither is it neceſſary that 
Words and Lines ſhould be confind tothe meaſure of 

oy, | their 
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their Original. The. ſenſe of an Author, generally 
ſpeaking, po to be Sacred and Inviolable. _{f the Fans. 
cy of Ovid be luxurtant, tis bu Charatter to be ſo,. 
and if T retrench it, he is no longer Ovid. It will 
le replied that be receives advantage, by this Pppingof 
his ſuperfluous Branches, but I rejoyn that a Tranſlator - 
has no ſuch Right : when a Painter Copies from tha. 
life, T ſuppoſe he has no priviledge to alter Features;. 
and Lineaments, under pretence that his Picture will: 
look better : perhaps the Face wbich be has draws 
would be more Exadt, if the Eyes, or Noſe were als 
ter d, but tis his buſineſs to make it reſemble the O- 
riginal. In two Caſes only there-may a ſeeming, dif-' 
ficulty. ariſe, that ws, 'if the thought be notorjoufly tris 
vial or diſhoneſt ; But. the ſame Anſwer mill ſerue”. 
for both, that then they ought not to be T1 Mr oj 
W + .,— que 
Deſperes traRata niteſcere poſſe, relinqugs. 
Thus I have ventur d to give my Opinion on this 
 Subjett againſt the Authority of two great men, but I 
hope without offence to either of their Memories, for 
T both loud them living, and reverence them now 
they are dead. But if after what I have urg'd. it be 
thought by better Judges, that the praiſe of a Tranſlas. 
tion confiſts in adding new Beauties to the piece, there- 
by to recompence the loſs which it ſuſtains by change of 
L anguage, IT ſhall be willing to be taught better, and to 
recayt. Jnthe mean time it ſeems to me, that the true 
reaſon why we have ſo few Verſions which are tolerable, 
is net from the too cloſe purſuing of the Author's Senſe; 
but becauſe there are fo few who have all the Talents 
which 
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which are requifite for Tranſlation : And that there is 
fo little Praiſe and ſo ſmall Encouragement for ſo 
confiderable a part of Learning. 44 

To apply in ſhort; what has been ſaid to gy 16. 
Work, the Reader will here find moſt of the Tranſla- 
tions, with ſome little Latitude or variation from the 
Author's Senſe : That of OEnone to Paris, is is 
Mr. Cowley's way of Imitation only. I was defir'd 
ao ſay that the Author who is of the Fair Sex, under- 
food not Latine. But if ſhe does not, 1 am afraid 
ſhe has given us occafion to be aſham'd who do. 

For my own part I am ready to acknowledge that I 
have tranſgreſs d the Rules which I have given; and 
taken more liberty than a juſt Tranſlation will allow. 
But ſo many Gentlemen whoſe Wit and Learning are 
well known, being joyid in it, 1 doubt not but that 

their Excellencies will make you ample Satisfaftion 

for my Erronrs. | 
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| SAPHO to PHAON: 


e 


By the Honourable 


Sir CARR. SCROPE, 
BARONET. 


F * EI th. —_ 
—— 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Poeteſs Sapho, forſaken by her Lover Phaon 
(who was gone from Lesbos to Sicily) / and re- 


ſolved, in Deſpair, to drown her ſelf, writes this 
Letter to him before ſhe dies. 


Hile Phaon to the flaming Atna flies, 
Conſum'd,with no leſs Fires, poor Saphodies. 
I burn, I burn, like kindled Fields of Corn, 

When by tbedriving Winds the flames are born. 

x My Muſe and Lute can now no longer pleaſe, 


They are th' Employments of a mind at caſe. 
B Wandring 
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Wandriong from thought to thought I fit alone 


All day, and my once dear Companions ſhun. 

In vain the Lesbian Maids claim each « part, 

Where thou alone haſt ta'ne up all the heart. 

Ah lovely Youth! how canſt thou cruel prove, 

When blooming years and beauty bid thee love ? 

If none but equal Charms thy heart can bind, 

Then to thy ſelf alone thou-muſt be kind. 

Yet worthleſs as I am, there was a time 

When Phaox thought me worthy his eſteem. 

A thouſand tender things to mind I call, 

For they who truly love remember all. ; 

Delighted with the Muſick of my Tongue, « 
; 


Upon my words with filent joy he hung, 
And ſnatching Kiſſes, ſtopp'd me as I fung. 
Kiſſes, whoſe melting touch, his Soul did move, | 
The earneſt of the coming joys of Love. | 
Thentender words,ſhort ſighs,and thouſand charms , 
Of wanton Arts endear'd me to his Arms ; | 
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'Till both expiring with tumultuous Joys, 

| A gentle faintneſs did our Limbs ſurprize. 
Beware, Sicilian Ladies, Ah! beware 
How you receive my faithleſs Wanderer. 
You too will be abus'd, if you: believe 
The flattering words that he ſo well can give. 
Looſe to the Winds I let my flowing Hair, « 
No more with fragrant ſcents perfume the Air, C 
But all my Drefs diſcovers wild Deſpair. , 
For whom, alas! ſhould now my Art be ſhown 2 

; * The only man [ car'd to pleaſe is gone. 

| Oh let me once more ſee thoſe Eyes of thine, 

/ | Thy Lovel ask not, do but ſuffer mine. 

$ Thou mightr'ſ at leaſt have ta'ne thy laſt farewell, 

 Andfeignd a ſorrow which thou didſt not feel. 

No kind remembring Pledge was askt by thee, 

| And nothing left but Injuries with me. 

wes | Witneſs ye Gods, with what a Death-like cold 

| My heart was ſeiz'd, when firſt thy flight was told. 
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 Expos'dito all the World my ſelf I fee, | 


Ka” — 
v - 


_ as _— 


Speechlef and ſtupid for a while I lay, 


And neither words nor tears could find their way: 
But when my ſwelling Paſſion-forc'd a vent, 
With Hair:diſhevel'd, Clothes in pieces rent ; 
Like ſome fad Mother through the Streets I run, 
Who to his Grave attends her only Son. 


Forgetting Vertue, -Fame, and all but thee; 


So ill, alas! 'do Love and Shame agree ! 


'Tis thou alone that art my conſtant care, 

In pleaſing Dreams thou comfort'ſt my deſpair ; 
And mak'ſtthe night that does thy form convey, 
Welcome to me above the faireſt day. | 
Then.ſpight of abſence, I thy Love injoy ; 

In cloſe embraces lock'd methinks we lie ; 

Thy teader words I hear, thy Kites feel, 

With all the Joys that ſhame forbids to tell. 

But when [ waking miſs thee from my bed, 
And all my pleaſing Imeges are fled; 


Tho! 


| 
; 
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' The dear deluding Viſion to retain, 


I lay me down, and try to ſleep again.” ... 
Soon as I riſe, 1 baunt the Caves andiGroves,- 
(Thoſe conſcious ſcenes of 'our once happy loves) *- 
There like ſome frantick Bacchanal walk, - 
And to my ſelf with fad diſtraQtion talk: / 

Then big with grief I throw me on the ground, 
And view the melancholy Grozro round;** © 
Whoſe hanging roof of Moſs and craggy Stone 
Delights my eyes above the brighteſt Throne, 


But when T ſpy the bank, whoſe graſſy bed 


Retains the print our weary bodies made; 
On thy forſaken fide-I lay me down,  - 


And with a ſhower of tears the place 1 drown. 


The Trees are wither all fince thou art gone, 
As if for thee they put their Mourning on. 
No warbling Bird does now- with Muſick fill 
The Woods, except the mournful Philomel. 
With hers my diſmal Notes all night agree, 
Of Zereus ſhe complains, and I of thee. 

B 3 | Un- 
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A Youth! digi thou bur ſee me mourn, 

Hardasthou art,thou wouldfſt,thou wouldſt return. 

My conſtant! falling tears the Papers ſtain, 

And my: weak hand can ſcarce dire my Pen. 

Oh could thy eyes but reach my dreadful ſtate, 
As now I ſtand prepar'd for ſudden Fate, 

Thou could 'ſt-not fee this naked Breaſt of mine 

Daſh'd againſt Rocks, rather than joyn'd to thine. 

Peace, Sapho, Peace ! thouſend'ſt thy fruitleſs crys 
" To onemore hardthan Rocks,more deaf than Seas. 

The flying Winds bear thy complaints away, 

But none will ever back ;his,Sails convey. 

No longer then thy hopeleſs' Love attend; 

But let thy Life here with thy. Letter end. 


CANACE 


| 
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| 
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'The ARGUMENT. 


Macareus aud Canace Sow and Daughter to Ao- 
lus, God "of the Winds, lovd teach other Tn- 
ceftuouſly :  Canace was delivered of a Son, and 

' committed him to her Nurſe, to be ſecretly con- 
vey d away. The Infant crying out, by that means 
was diſcovered to Aolus, who inragd at the 
wickedneſs of his Children, commanded the Babe 
to be expoſed to Wild Beaſts on the Mountains : 
And, withal, ſent a Sword to Canace, with this 
Meſſage, That her Crimes would inſtruft her how to 
uſe it, With this Sword ſhe flew her ſelf; But be» 
fore ſhe died, ſhe writ the following Letter to 
her Brother Macareus, who had taken Sanftuary 
in the Temple of Apollo. 


lh ſtreaming blood my fatal Letter ſtain, 
Imagine, e're you read, - the Writer ſlain ? 
| One hand the Sword, and one the Pen imploys, 


And in my lap the ready Paper lies. 
B 4 Think 
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Think in this poſture thou behold'ſ me write : 
In this L cruel Father wou'd delipht:. 

-O were he preſent, that his eyes and hands 
Might ee and urge the death which he commands, 
Than all the raging Winds more dreadful, he 
Unmov'd, without-a tear, my wounds wou'd ſee. 
Fove juſtly plac'd him on a ſtormy Throne, 
His Peoples temper is ſo- like his own: 
The North and South, and each contending blaſt 
Are underneath his wide Dominion caſt : 
Thoſe he can rule; but his tempeſtuous mind 

. Is, like his airy Kingdom, unconfin'd. 
Ah! what avail my Kindred Gods above, 
That in their number I'can reckon Fove ! 
What help will all my heav'nly friends afford, 
When to my Breaſt-I lift the pointed Sword ? 
That hour which joyn'd us came before its time; 
In death. we had been one without a crime : 
WhYid-thy flames beyond a Brother's move? 


Why lov'd I thee with more than Siſter's love: ? 
For 


— 
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For I lov'd too; and knowing, not my wound,. -. 

A ſecret pleaſure in thy Kiſſes found: , 

My Cheeks no longer did their colour boaſt; : - + 

My Food grew loathſome, and my ſtrength [oſt > 

Still &re I ſpoke, a. ſigh wou'd ſtop my. tongue; - 

Short were my ſlumbers, and my nights were long: 

I knew not from my love theſe griefs did grow, 

Yet was, alas, the thing I did not know. 

My wily Nurſe by long experience found, 

And firſt diſcover'd to my Soul its wound. . 

Tis Love, faid ſhe; and then my down-caſt eyes, 

And guilty dumbneſs, witneſs d my ſurprize. 

Forc'd at the laſt, my ſhameful pain I tell: 

And, oh, whatfollowed ! we both know too well! 

© When half denying, more than half contene, 

_*Embraces warm'd me to a full conſent : 

*Then with tumultuous Joys my Heart did beat, 

. And guilt that made them anxious made them * 
great. 


- But 


Ovid; EPISFLES. 


fin now my ſwelling /Wombhesv's up my Breaſt, 
And riſing weight my, ſinking Limbs oppreſt. 
What Herbs,what Plants,did not my Nurſe produce 
To make Abortion by their powerful Juice 2 
What Medicines try'd we not, to thee unknown 3 
Our firſt crime common; this was mine alone. 
But the ſtrong Child, ſecure in his dark Cell, 
With Nature's vigour, did our Arts repel. 

And now the pale- -facd Empreſs of the Night, 
Nine times had filFd her Orb with borrow' d light P 
Not knowing 'twas my Labour, Tcomplain | 
Of ſudden ſhootings, 'and of grinding pain : 

My throes came thicker, and my cries increaſt, 
Which with her hand the conſcious Nurſe ſuppreſt. 
To that unhappy fortune was T come, 

Pain urg 'd my clamours; but fear kept me dutnb. 
With inward ſtrugling I reſtrain'd my cries, 

And drunk the tears that trickled from my Eyes. 
Death was in fight, Zucina gave no aid ; 

And even my dying had my guilt betray d. 


Thou 
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Thou cam'ſt ; and in-thy Countenance fate De» 
ſpair : © 

| Rent were thy Garments all, and torn thy Hair: 

Yet,ſeigning comfort which thou could'ſt not give, 

(Preſt in thy Arms, and whiſp'ring me to live:) 

For both our ſakes, (ſaid'ſt thou) preſervethy life; 

Live, my dear Siſter, and my dearer Wife. 

Rais'd by that name, with my laſt pangs, 1 ſtrove: 

Such pow'r have words, when ſpuke by thoſe we 
love. | | 

The Babe, as if he heard what thou hadft ſworn, 

With haſty joy ſprung forward to'be'born. - 

What helps it to have'weather'd out one Storm ? 

Fear of our Father does another form. i 

High in his Hall, rock'd in a Chair of State, 

The King with his tempeſtuous Council-ſate - 

Through this large Room our only paſkage lay, 

By which we cou'd the new-born Babe convey. 

 Swath'din her lap, the bold Nurſe bore himout ; 

With Olive branches cover'd round abont ; | 


And, 
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| And, mutt'ring Pray'rs, as: holy Rites ſhe meant, 

* Through the divided Crowd, unqueſtion'd went. 

Juſt it the door th' unhappy Infant cry'd - 

The Grandfire heard him, and. the theft he ſpy'd. 

Swift as the Whirl-wind to the Nurſe -he flies ; 

And deafs his ſtormy Subje&s with. his cries. 

With one fierce.puff, he blows the leaves away : 

Expos, 'the ſelf-diſcover'd Infant lay. 

The noiſe reach'd me, and my preſaging mind 

Too ſoon its own approaching woes divin'd. 

Not Ships at Sea with winds are ſhaken more, 

Nor Seas themſelves, when angry Tempeſts roar, 

Than I, when:my loud Father's voice I hear : 

The Bed beneath. me trembled with my fear. 

He ruſh'd upon me, and divulg'd my ſtain ; 

Scarce from my. Murther cou'd his hands refrain. 

I only anſwer'd: him with fikent tears; 

They flow'd ; my tongue was frozen up with fears. 

His little Grand-child he commands away, 

To Mountain Wolves, and every Bird of prey. 
The 
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The Babe cry'd out, 2s «if be | anderftood, 

And begg'd his pardon with what voice he cou'd. 
By what expreſſions can my grief be ſhown 2 
(Yet you may gueſs my anguiſh by your own) 
To ſee my bowels, and what yet was worſe, 
Your bowels too, condemn'd to ſuch a Curſe / 


; Out went the King ; my voice its freedom found, 


My BreaſtsI beat, my blubber'd Cheeks | wound. 
And now appear'd the Meſſenger of death, , 

Sad were his Looks, and ſcarce he drew his Breath, 
To fay, Tour Father ſends you——(with that word 
| His trembling hands preſented me a Sword:) 


Tour Father ſends you this; and let's you know, 

That your own Crimes the uſe of it will ſhow. 

Too well I know the ſenſe thoſe words impart :_ 

His Preſent ſhall betreaſur'd in. my heart. * 

Are theſe the Nuptial Gifts a Bride receives 2? 

And this the fatal Dow'r a Father gives ? 

Thou God of Marriage ſhun thy own diſgrace; 

And take thy Torch from this deteſted place : 
Inſtead 
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Inſtead of that, . let Furies light their brands ; 
And fire my pile with their infernal hands, 

_ With happier fortune may my Siſters wed ; 
Warn'd by the dire Example of the dead. 
For thee,poor Babe,what Crime cou'd they pretend? 
How cou'd thy Infant innocence offend 2 
A guilt there was; but oh that guilt was mine ! 
Thou ſuffer'ſt for a ſin that was not thine. 

Thy Mother's grief and crime ! but juſt enjoy'd, 
. Shevato my ſight, and born to. be deſtroy'd! 
Unhappy Offfpring of my teeming Womb ! 
Drag'd head-long from thy Cradle to thy Tomb | 
Thy un-offending life I could not ſave, 

Nor. weeping cou'd I follow to thy Grave ! 
Nor on thy Tomb could offer my ſhorn Hair ; 
Nor ſhew the grief which tender Mothers bear. 
Yet long thou ſhalt not from my Arms be loſt, 
For ſoon I will o'retake thy Infant Ghoſt. 

But thou, my Love, and now my Love's Deſpair, 
Perform his Funerals with paternal care. 


His 
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* His ſcatter'd Limbs with my dead Body burn 
And once more joyn us in the pious Urn. - 

If on my wounded Breaſt thou drop'ſt a tear, 
Think for whoſe fake my Breaſt that wound did 
And faithfully my laſt deſires fulfil, (bear, 
As I perform my cruel Father's will. 
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Mr. ED. POLET. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Demophoon, who was Sox to Theſeus and Phxdra, 
in returning from the Trojan War into his own | 
Country, was by a Tempeſt driven upon the Coaſts 
of Thrace ; where Phillis, who was then (Cueen of 
Thrace, entertained him, and Married him. 
When he had ſtayed with her ſom etime, he heard | 

" that Meneſtheus was dead (who after he had con- | 
quered Theſeus, had uſurped the Government of | © 
Athens) and under pretence of - ſetling his own |, 
Aﬀairs, he went to Athens, and promiſed the | 
Queen, that he would come back again in a Month. 
When he had been gone four Months, and that (he 
had heard no news of him, ſhe writes him this | _ 
Letter. i 


=» So kind-a Wife as Phills leave to grieve. (81V6 


You promis'd me you would no longer ſtay, 


Than till the firſt full Moon ſhould light your way. | 
Thrice 


; TOu've gone beyond your time, and ought to | 
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Thrice did it fiance its borrow'd light renew, 


* And thrice has chang'd, but not ſo much as you. 


Did you the Days, and Hours, and Minutes rell, 
As: Phillis does, and they that love fo well, 


You'd ſay 'twere time to weep, your ſorrows too 
Would juſtifie thoſe tears ſhe ſheds for you. | 


Still did I hope, and thought you'd ſtill be here; 
We hardly can believe thoſe things we fear; © 


Now *tis too plain, and ſpight of Love and you, 
I muſt both fear it, and beſieve i it too. _ 
How oft did 1 deceive my ſelf, and ſwore, vB 


I ſaw your Ship Juſt making to the Shore? © 7 

- Thencursd thoſe FriendsT thought had caus' your 
'. Would you were half ſo innocent as they. VIE: 
- Sometimes [ feard, by foaming Billows tot, 
; You might be Shipwrack'd whilſt you ſought the 


Coaſt, 


And griev'd t have injur'd whom I thought fo true, 
I beg'd that pardon I'd refus'd to you. 


C | Theg 
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Then, cruel Man ! did I the Gods implore 
To let you live though I ne're ſaw you more. 
When I a favourable Gale eſpy'd, 
He comes, if he's alive, he comes, 1 cry'd. 
And thus my love ſtill ſought ſome new pretence, 
And I grew eloquent in your defence. 

Yet thou avoid'ſt me ſtill, nor do [ ſee 


Thoſe promiſes thou mad'ſt to Heaven and me. 

* But thy falſe Vows, alas! were all but wind, 

* Thy vows and wiſhes made the Gale more kind : 
They fill'd your Sails, and you were forc'd away, 
*By the ſame wiſhes, which you made to ſtay. 
What have I done, but Jov'd to an exceſs ? 

You'd not been guilty had Ilov'd you leſs. 

My only Crime is, loving you too well ; 

But ſure ſome merit in that Crime does dwell, _ 
Where's now your Faith ? And wherc's the Love 


. 


you bore 2 
Whereare the Gods by whom you falſly ſwore 2 
| | Where's 


— 


—_— 
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Where's Hymen too, whojoyn'dour tender years? 
He bid me love, and baniſh'd all my fears. 

You ſwore by th'ſwelling Billows of the Main, 
Which oft you'd try'd, and would yet truſt again, 
Rather than ſtay with me,though much more kind, 
And conſlant too, than are the Scas or Wind. 
You ſwore by th' Mighty Ruler of the Flagd, . - 
The Heavenly Author of yourRoyal Bload ; 

(If ere a God had any thing todo 

In one ſo falſe and ſo unkind as you.) : 

You ſwore by Yenus, and the fatal Steel. - .. 
Of thoſe proud Darts, which too too much I feel; 
And by great J«»o, whoſe reſiſtleſs Art 

Gave thee my Hand, when I had giv'n my Heart. 


Thou fwor'ſt ſo much, that if each God ſhould be 


Juſt to revenge his injured ſelf and me; 

Such numerous miſchicfs on thy head would fall, 

Thou'dſt not have room enough tobear them all. 

Diſtracted I, as if ad fear'd your ſtay, : 

Repair'd your Ships to hurry you away. | 
C 2 What 
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What haſte you wanted, my cured care ſupply” 1 
Oars to your Sails, and Current to your Tide. 

- Thus was I falfly by my ſelf betray 'd, 

And: periſh by the wounds my hands have made. 
Gi fooliſhly believ'd all th' Oaths you ſwore, hi 
The: Race you boaſted, and the Gods you bore. 
Who could have thought ſuch gentle words e're 
Upon a treacherous, deluding Tongue 2 (hung 
I aw your tears, and I believ'd them all, 

Can they lie too, and are they taught to fall > 
What needed all that numerous Perjury 2 

One was enough to her that lov'd like me. p 


I'me not aſham'd I did your Ships receive, 

' And your own wants did carefully relieve; 
Thefe Debrs 1 ought you on a nobler ſcore, 
But then, "tis true, I ſhould have done no more. 
ALT repent, is that I baſely ſtrove 
T increaſe your welcome by a Nuptial Love. 
That night that uſher'd in th' unhappy day, 

_ Wah did te to your guilty love betray ; 


COPS 
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[ wiſh that fatal Night had been my laſt; | 
Then I had dy'd, but then I had been Chaſt. 
I hop'd you were, 'cauſe I deſerv'd you, 7rue, 
Is it a Crime to wiſh what is our due 2 
'Tis ſure no mighty Glory to deceive 
A tender Maid, fo willing to believe, 
My weakneſs does but heighten your offence, 
You kindly ſhould have ſpar'd my INnocence. 
You've gain'd a Maid that lov'd you, and may t be 
_ Your greateſt Priſe, and only Yiftory. 
May your proud Statue, raisd by this ſuccels, 
Shame your great Father, cauſe his Crimes were leſs. 
And when late Story ſhall of Zyraxts tell, 
And who by Syron, and Procruſtes fell ; 
The Centaurs flight, the Thebans overthrow, 
Who 'twas durſt force the diſmal ſhades below ; 
Then for your Zzonour ſhall at laſt be faid, - 
Here's He, who by a wretched wile betray 4 : 
A Loving, Innocent, Believing Maid. 

C 3 Of 
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Of all thoſe 48s, we in your Father knew, 
His Treachery alone remains'in you. 
' Pp Whart-only can excuſe the Z!; you do, 
| You both Zherir, and Adwire' it too. 
He Ariadne did betrgy, but ſhe | 
Enjoys a Husband mightier far than He: 4 
But the ſcorn'd Thracians my Imbraces ſhun, 
Cauſe I from them into thy Arms'did run. © 
Let her, they cry, to learned Greece be gone, 
We'll find a Monarch to ſupply the-Throne. 
Thus all we do depends on an ill Fate, 
Which does for ever onth'unhappy wait ; 
But may that Fate all his beſt thoughts attend, 
2* Whojudges others A#toxs by the end. 
Tb: For ſhould'ſt thou ever bleſs theſe Seas pain, 
They'd praiſe that love of which they now com- 
Then would they fay,What could ſbe better do (plain: 
Both for her ſelf, and for her Kingdom too 2 
'But I have err'd, and thourt forever fled, 
Forger'lt my Empire, and forgetit my Beg. 
Eg - | Methinks | 
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Merhinks, I ſee thee ſtill, Demophoos, 
Thy Sails all hoiſted, ready to be gone. 
When boldly thou didſt my ſoft Limbs imbrace, 
And with long Kiſſes dwelt'ſt upon my Face ; 
Drown'd in my Zears, and in your own you lay, 
And cursd the Winds, that haſten'd you away: 
Then parting cry 'd (methinks I hear thee ſtill) 
Phillis /'Z come, you may be ſare I wil. 
Can I expe that tliou'lt e're ſee this Shore, 
Who lefr'{t it that thou ne're migh'ſt ſee me more? 
And yet I beg you'd come-too, that you may * 
Be only guilty 1n t00 long a ſtay. 
What do1ask? thou, by new Charms poſſeſs'd, 
Forger'ſt- my {»dneſs on another Breaſt ; 
*And better tocompleat the Treachery, Ts 
* Swear'lt all thoſe Oaths, which thou haſt broke to - 
And haſt (falſe Man) perhaps forgot my name, 
And ask'ſt too; who I am, and whence I came ? 
But that thou better may it remember me, 
Know, thou ungrateful man, that I am ſhe, 

| C 4 Whe 


c— 


Who, when thou'dſt wandred all the Ocean o're, 
Harbour'd thy Ships, and welcom'd thee to Shore. 
Thy Coffers Qlill repleniſh'd from my own, 

And to that height a Prodigal was grown, 

1 gave thee all thou ask'dft, and gave o faſt, 

I gave my ſelf into thy power at laſt ; 

I gave my Scepter and my Crows to Thee, 

A weight too heavy to be born by 'me. 

Where Zemus does his ſhady head diſplay, 

| And gentle Heber cuts his Sacred way, 

So great's the Empire, and fo wide the Land, 
Scarce to be govern'd by a Womar's hand, 

| She whom Fare would not ſuffer to be chaſt, 
Whoſe Nuptials with a Fun'ral pomp were grac'd ; 
Shrill cries diſturb'd us midſt our ſwifteſt joys, 
And our drawn Curtains trembled with the noiſe, 
Then cloſe to thee 1 clung, all drown'd in: tears, 
And fought my ſhelter, where 1 d found my fears. 
And now while others drown theircare in ſleep, 

I run to th' barren Shore, and Rocks to weep, 


And view with longing eyes the ſpacious Deep. - 
Tor: tf All 
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All day and night I the winds courſe ſurvey, 
Impatient till I find it blows this way, 

And when a-far, a coming Sail'I view, 

I thank my Stars, and I conclude tis you, 
Then with ſtrange haſte I run my Love to meet, 
; Nor can the flowing Waters ſtop my feet. 

- Whea near, I grow more fearful than before, 
A ſudden trembling ſeizes me all o're 
And leaves my body breathleſs on the Shore. 

Hard by, where two huge Mountains guard the 


There lies a fearful, ſolitary Bay. (ways 


Ofc I've reſoly'd, while on this place I ſtood, 

To throw my 'ſelf into the raging Flood, | 
Wild with Deſpair, and I will do it ſtill, 

Since you continue thus to uſe me ill. 

And when the kinder Waves ſhall waft me ore, 
May'ſt thou behold my body on the Shore . 
Unbury'd lie; and though thy Cruelty 

Harder than Stone, or than thy {elf ſhould be, 


Yet 
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Yet ſhalt thou cry, aſtoniſh'd with the ſhow, 
Phillis, 7 was wot tobe follow'd ſo. 

Raging with Poiſons would Toft expire, 

And quench my own by a much happier Fire. 
Then to revenge the loſs of all my Reſt, 
Would ſtab thy Image in my tortur'd Breaſt. 
Or by a Knot (more welcomefar to me 


—c_ 


Than that, falſe Man, which have ty'd with thee,) '' 
\ Strangle that neck, where thoſe falſe Arms of thine | 


With treach'rous kindneſs us'd fo oft to twine ; 

. Andas becomes a poor unhappy Wife, 

Repair my ruind Honour with my Life. 

When we can once with our hard Fatecomply, 

'Tis eaſie then to chuſe the way to die. 

Then on my Tomb ſhall the proud Casſe be read, 

And thy fad Crime ſtill live, when I am dead, 

| Poor Phillis dy 4, by him ſhe loud oppreſsd, 
The trueſt Miſtreſs, by the falſeft Gueſt: 

He was the cruel cauſe of all her woe, 

But ber own hand perform'd the fatal Blow. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Danavs, King 'of Argos, had by ſeveral Wirves 
rhe his Brother Egyptus as many 


Sons. Danaus, refuſing ro Ma «_/ belled hy as 
lled by ax 


to bis Brother's - was at laſt com 
Army. In Revenge, he Commands bo Daughters 
each to Murther her Flushand on the Wedling © 
Night : All obeyd but Hypermneſtra, who aſ-- 
ſifted ber Husband Linus to eſcape, for which 
ing afterwards impriſes 'd and put in Irons, he 


writes this Epiſ#le. 


4 that dear Brother who alone Gries. 
Of Fifty;late,whoſe love betray'd their lives, 


| Writes ſhe that ſuffers in her Lord's defence; 
| Vahappy Wite, whoſe Crime's her Innocence ! 


For 
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For-faving him, [ lave, Im guilty callg: 
Had T been truly fo, I'd been extoll'd. © 
Let me be guilty ſtill fince this they lay 


1s guilt, I glory this to diſobey. 


Torments norDeath ſhall draw me to repent: 


Though againſt me they uſe that Inſtrument 
From which I fav'd g Husband'sdearer' life, 
And with one Sword kill Zizus in his Wife ; 
Yet will I ne're repent for being true, 

Or bluſht'ave loy'd :* That letm y Sifters do: 
Such ſhame, and ſuch repentanceis their due. 
Im ſeizd with terrour, while [ but relate, 
And ſhun remembrance of a Crime I hate ! 
The frightful memory of that dire nigh 
Enervares (0 my hand I ſcarcecan write. 
Howe're I'll try. With Ceremony gay, 
About the ſet of 'Night and riſe of Day, 

The wicked Siſters were in triumph led, 
AndI among 'em; to the Nuptial Bed. 


, 


The 
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The Marriage Lights, as Funeral Lamps appear, 
And threatning Omens meet us every where: 
Hymes they call: Fymen negleQts their Cries - 

Nay Juno too from her own. Argos flies. 

Now come the Bridegrooms,high with Wine,to find 
Something with us, more lov'd than Wine, behind. 
Full of impatient Love, careleſs and brave, Y. 
Thiy ſeize the Bed,” not ſeeing there 2 Grave. . 
What follow'd, ſhame forbids me to expres; ; 


| But who ſo ignorant as not to guel. | 


Now their tyr'd Senſes they to ſleep commit, 

A fieep, as ſtill as Death ; ah, t00 lke it ! E 
'Twas then, merhought, I heard their Groans that 
 Alis! "tas mote tint thought! 1 refigg "OF 
Lay trembling, cold, and without power to thove 
In that dear Bed, which you had 'made me love. 
While you inthe ſoft Bonds of ſleep hy faſt, 
Charm'd with the joys of ove, then newly paſt: f 
Fearing'to diſobey, I riſe at laſt. / 
Witneſs, ſweet Heavens, how tender was the ſtrife 


Betwixt the name of Daughter and a Wife. 
Thrice 
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Thrice o 're your breaſt, which did fo lately joyn 
In ſfuchan Extaſie of love to mine, 

I raisd the pointed Steel to-pierce that part, 

But ah ! thiattempt ſtrook nearer my own heart: 
My Soul divided thus, theſe words, among 

A thouſand ſighs, fell ſoftly from my tongue. 

* Doſt thou not heed a Father's awful wilt? 
©Doſt thou not fear his power-? On then, and kill. 


© How can I kill, when I conſider who . 


 *CanT think death 2 againſt a Lover too. 

*What has my Sex with Blood and Arms to do 2 
*Fye, thou art now by Love to ſhame betray'd : 

© Thy Siſter-Brides by this have all obey'd. 

*With ſhame their Courage and their Duty ſe : 
*If nota Daughter, yet a Siſter be. 

*No, I will never ſtrike: if one muſt die 

* Linus ſhall live, and my death his ſupply. 

, What has he done, or I, what greater ill 

/ For him to die, and I, much worſe, to kill ? 


Were 
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« Were he asFuilry's as my Father wou'd : 

- *Preſent him, why muſt I be ſtain'd with blood 2 
©Ponyards and Swords ill with my Sex agree - 

 * Soft Looks, and Sighs of Love, our weapons be. 
. As I lamented. thus, the tears apace 
F Dropt from my pitying eyes, on thy lov'd face. 

' While you with kind and amorous Dreams poſſcſt, 
Threw careleſly. your dear arm o're my breaſt, 
There thinking to repeat Joys lately known, 

| . Your hand upon my Sword was almoſt thrown. 
'Twas time to call,” no longer I forbore, 


, ” WW Wi 


Dreading the Day's approach, my Father's more. 
Wake Linus, wake, I cry d ; O quickly wake, 
Or ſleep for ever here; Th'alarm you take, 
Start up: Ask twenty queſtions in one breath : 
To all l anſwer thus—— Delay is death; 
Fly while *cis dark, and ſcape eternal night. _ + 
While it was dark you made a happy flight : 
| | ſtay'd to meet the terroursof the light, _ 
re With 
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With "a my Father comes, the teal to views 

And finds the diſmal Sum one ſhort, by you. 

Enrag'd to ſee his treachery betray'd, 

By his Command; ''m thus in Fetrers laid. 

Is this reward due to my Love from Fate? 

Ah, wretched flame! Paſſion unfortunate ! 
Since 7o fuffer'd under Funo's Rage, 

Nothing that Riva'd Goddeſs can aſf\wage. 


Th' unhappy Miſtreſs of the mighty Fove, - @ 


Chang'd to a Cow, a form unapt for Love, ' 
Views in her Father's ſtreams her heads array, 
Sees her own horns, and frighted, ſtarts away. 


When ſhe'd complain, ſhe lows'; and equal fears 


| From her new ſelf ſurpriſe her eyes and ears. 

In vain to loſe the frightful ſhape ſhe tries, 

For 1 follows ſtill, where 7o flies. 

Tn vain ſhe wanders over Lands and Seas; 

Can ſhe find Cure whoſe felf is the Diſcaſe ? 
Sadly ſevere the change i in her appear'd, 
Whoſe Beauty Fove has lov'd, and Juno fear'd. 


Graſs 
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Graſs and the Springs her Tood and #tink fupply ; 

Her only Lodging's the unlbettring Sky. 

What need I urge Antiquity 2 my fate 

Is a freſh inſtance of the Godge Hate: 

A double ſtock of Tears by me are ſpilt 

Both for my Brothers death, and Siſters guilt. 
Yet, as if that were ſmall, theſe Chains arrive, 
Cauſe I, alone, am guiltleſs, you alive. 

But, my dear Lord, if afiy thought you have, 
Or of the Love, or of the life I gave: | 
If any memory with you does laſt; 
Or of the Pleaſures, or the Dangers paſt, 
} Now, Linu, now ſome help to her afford, 

' Who wants the Liberty ſhe gave her Lord, 
If life forfake me e're I you can fee, 
And dbath, before my Linus, ſet me free, 
Yet my unhappy Earth from hence remove; 
| And give thoſe Obſequies are due to Love. 
When I'm interr'd I know ſome tears will fall : 
Thea let this little Epitaph be all. | 

D  Zfere 
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Here lies a Love compleat, tho' hapleſs Wife, 
Whe catch'd the Death aitid at ber Husbands life, 
Here I muſt reſt, my hand, tho' much remains, 


'Tis quite difabled with the weight of Chaias. 
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The ARGUMENT: 


8 Minus, King of Crete, by a ſharp War compel'd 
\\ _ the Athenians, (who had treacherouſly ſlain 'his 
| Son Androgeos,) to ſend yearly ſeven Toung, men, 
'. and as many Virjins to be devour'd by the "'Mi- 
 ,Notaure; a Monſter begotten by a Bull upon his 
Wife Paſtphae, ' while he was ingaged in that 
War. The chance at laſt fell upon Theleus to 
* be ſent among thoſe Touths ; who, by the Inſtrudti> 
* ons of Ariadne, eſcaped out of the Labyrinth, 
* after he had kill'd the Minotaure, and, together 
"> with her, fled to the Iſle of Naxos. But, being 
=. Commanded by Bacchus, he forſook her, while ſhe 
2 ſlept. When ſhe awaked, and found her ſelf deſer- 
= ted, ſhe writes this Letter. 
P. 


"FT Han favageBeaſts more fierce,more to befear'd; 


- (GS * —_— 
_ ___ = -. 
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Expos'd by Thee, by them 1 yet am ſpard ! 
» © Wikre” Theſe 
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Theſe Lines from that unhappy Shore I write, 
Where you forſook me in your faithlels flight, 
And the moſt tender Lover did betray, 

While lock'd in ſleep, and in your Arms ſhe lay. 
When Morning dew on all the Fields did fall, 


And Birds with early Songs for day did call ; 


Then I,hatffleeping,ſtretch'd me tow'rds your place, 


And ſought to preſs you with a new imbrace : 
Oft ſought to preſs you cloſe, but ſtill in vain ; 
My folding Arms came empty back again. 
Startled, I roſe, and found that you were gone, 
Then on my widow'd bed fell raging down : 
Beat the fond breaſt, where, ſpight of me, you dwell, 
And tore that hair, which you once lik'd fo well. 
By the Moon's light I the wide Shore did view, 
But all was Defart, and no ſight of you. 
Then every way, with Loves mad haſte I fly, 
Bur, ill my feet with my defires comply ; | 
Weary they fink in the deep yielding Sands, 
Refuſing to obey ſuch wild Commands. 


To 


Lo 
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\Toall the Shore of Theſes f complain, | 
' The Hills and Rocks fend back that Name again : 


Off they repeat aloud the mournful noiſe, 


And kindly aid a hoarſe and dying voice. 

Tho' faint, yer fill imparient, next I try - 
Toclimb 2 rough ſteep Mountain which was nigh : 
(My furious Love unuſual ſtrength ſupply'd ) | 
From thence, caſting my eyes on every __ 
Far off the flying Veſſel F eſpy'd. 


*In your ſwell'd Sails the wanton Winds did play, 


(They Court you fince they ſee you falſe as they.)- 

| aw, or fancy'd that I'faw you there,” 

And my chill Veins froze up with cold deſpair. 

Thus did F ſanguiſh, tiff returning Rage 

In new extreams did my fir'd Soul ingape. 

Theſeus, T cry, perfidious Theſeus ſtay ! 

(But yow are deaf, deaf as the Winds; or Sea! 

Stay your falſe flight, and ler your Veſſel bear 

Hence the whole number which the landed here! 
D 3 | Ig 
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I loud and doleful ſhricks [ tell nad, 


Ang with freſh Fury wound my hated Breaſt 
| Then all my Jhining Ornaments I tear, ; 


| And with ftrerch'd Arms wave them in open Air 
That you might ſee her whom you cou'd not hear. 
But when out of my ſight the Veſlel flew, 
And the Horizon ſhut. me from the view ; 

From my ſad eyes, what floods of tears did-fall ! 
(Till then Rage wou'd nat let me weep at all.) 
Still let them weep, for loſing ſight of you, 

"Tis the whole buſineſs which they ought to do. 
Like Bacchus, raving Prieſts ſometimes 1 go - 
With ſuch wild haſte, with hair diſhevel'd ſo. 
Then on ſome craggy ;Rock ſit ſilent. down, 

As cold, unmov'd, and ſenſleſs as the Stone. 
To our once happy Bed I often fly : 

(No more the place of mutual Love and Joy,) 
See where my much lov'd 7heſeus once was laid, 
* And kiſs the print which his dear Body made. 
Here 
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. Here we both lay, I cry, falſe bed reſtore 
My Theſeus, kind and faithful as before. 
[ brought him here, hefe loſt him while I ſlept. 
How well, falſe bed, you have my Lover kept! 
Alone and helpleſs in this Defart place, 
The ſteps of 'man, or beaſt I cannot trace, 
On every ſide the foaming Billows beat, 
But no kind Ship does offer a retreat, 
And ſhou'd the Gods ſend me fome lucky Sail, 
Calm Seas, good Pilots, anda proſperous Gale : 
Yet then my Native Soil I durſt not ſee, 
But a fad Exile muſt for ever be, 
Fromall Cretes hundred Cities I am curſt, 
From that fam'd Iſle where Infant Fove was nurſt. 


' Crete I betray d for you, and, what's more dear, - 
Betray d my Father, who that Crown does wear, 
When to your hands the fatal Clew I gave, (fafe, 
Which througtr the winding Lab'rinth led. you 
"Then how*you lov'd, how eagerly embrac'd ! 
How oft you ſwore, by all your dangers paſt, 
That with my life your love ſhou'd ever laſt ! 


D 4 Ah, 
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Ah, perjurd Theſaus,; h thy lave ſurvive, 

If one forſaken-and expos'd does live. 

Had, you ſlain me, as you my Brother ſlew, 
You'd thegabfolv'd your ef from: ev'ry Vow, 
Now both my, preſent, Grief denies'me Reſt, 


- And all, that a, wild Fancy can fuggeſq 

Of dreadful His to, coms,, dirſtacts:my breaft. 
Before my eyes a thouſand deaths appear, 
I live, yet ſuffer all the deaths I fear. 
Sometimes I think: that Lions.there do go, - 
And ſcarce dare truſt my fight, that /tis not ſo. 
Imagine that fierce Wolves are howling there, 
And at th'imagin'd Noife ſhrink up with fear. 
Then think what Monſters from the Sea may riſe, 
Or fancy bloody Swords before my eyes. 
But. moſt I dread. to-be a Captive'made, 
And ſee theſe hands in ſervile works imploy'd, 
Unworthy my ExtraQtion from a Line 
On one'fide Royal, and on both Divine: 

And, 
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And, (which my called more mad move, ) 
Uaworthy her whom Theſeus once did love. 

If tow'rds the Sea I look, or tow'rds the Land, 
Objects of horrour ſtill before me ſtand. 
Nor dare look I tow'rds Heaven, or hope ro find 
Aid from thoſeGaods who chang'd my Theſeur's mind. 


| If beaſts alone within this Iſland ſtay, 
| Behold me left to them a helpleſs Prey ! 


If men dwell here they muſt be Savage too, 
This Soyl, this Haven made gentle Thoſegs fo. 
Wou'd Athens never had my brother flain, 
Nor for his paid ſo. many lives again. 


_  Wou'd thy ſtrong arm had never giventhe wound, 


Which ſtruck the doubtful Monſter to the ground, 
Nor I had given, the guiding Thread to Thee, 


_ Which, to my own deſtruction, ſet Thee free. 
Let the unknowing World thy Conqueſt praiſe, - 


It does not Ariadne” $ wonder raiſe : 
So hard a Heart, unarm'd, might fafely ſcotn 


The ſtrength and ſharpneſs of the Monſters horn, 


If 
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If-Eline ta ge—ond) 
Nie nome Titfatreon'd in that Breaſt be found! 
Ctrſt be-the fleep which! ſcal'd theſe eyes ſo faſt ! 
Curſt, that begun; iedid/ndtiever laſt! 
Forever curſt be thar officious Wind, 
Which fill'd thy Sails,andin my ruin joyn'd! 
Curſt hand which:me, and which my Brothe, 
(With what Misfortunes our fad Houſe't has fill'd " 

| And curſt the Tonghe, which with ſoft words'be 
Andempty Vows, poor believing Maid! (39's 
Sleep, and 'the;:Winds againſt me had combin'd * 
In vain, if perjuz'd Theſeus had not joyn'd. 

Poor Ariadie; thou mult periſh here, | 
Breathe our: thy S661 in ſtrange and hated Air, 
Nor ſe&thy pitying Mother ſhed ons Tear : 
Want kind hand which thy fix'd'eyes may cloſe, 

' Andithy ſtiff; Limbimay Yecently compoe. 
Thy Carcaſs ro the Birds muſt be a Prey. 
Thus:The/ſeus 51 thy Kindneſs does: repay LS 
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if | Mean "while to Athens pci ſwift Ship: does run; ! 
TJ There tell the wondring Crowd: what you' have! 


'You ſcap'd from all thoſe perplex'd Mazes free. 


" Yet cou'dft thou ſee, as barbarous as thou art, 
| Theſe diſmal looks, ſure they wou'd touch thy heart. 


| Fixd to ſome Rock, asif I there did grow, 


With the cold blaſts ſee my whole body ſhakes, 
1 And: my numm 'd hand unequal Letters makes. 
ant | 


How the mix'd Prodigy you didſabdue. | - (Gone, 


The Beaſt and Man, how withoneſtroke you ſlew! 
Deſcribe the Lab'rinth, and how-taughe by me; // 


Tell, in/ return, what generous things you've F200 
Such Gratitude will-all your Triumphs crown;/..,- 
Sprung ſure from Rocks, and not of humaneRace| 
Thy Cruelty does thy great: Line: diſgrace. 


You cannot ſee, yet think you faw me now 
And trembling at the Waves which roul below. 


Look on my torn, and my diforder'd hairs, (tea Fj 
Look on my Robe wet through. with ſhow'rs of 


[ 
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F do not urge my haved Merie-now, 
But yield, this once, that you do nothing ow. 

I neither fav'd your Life, nor fet you free: 

| Yet thereforemufi you force this. death on Me 2 
Ah! fe this wounded breaſt worn out with- fighs, 
And theſe faint arms ſtretch'd to the Seas and Skies, 
See theſe few hairs yet ſpar by grief and rage, 
Some pity let theſe lowing Tears engage. 

Turn back, and, if Fm dead when you return, 
Yet lay my" Aſhes in their: peaceful Urn. 


, 


, 
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ſtole ber _ Whereupon ſhe writes to Oreſtes 


—— 


The ARGUMENT. 


Hermione, tbe Danghter of Menelaus ad Helena, 


was by Tyndarus her Grandfather ( to who 


Menelaus had committed the Government of bis 


Houſe when he went 'to Troy ) contratied to 
Oreſtes. Her Father Meneluus, not knowing 


| thereof, had betroth'd her to Pyrrhus, the Sou 


of Achilles, who retutning from the Trojan Wars, 


as follow 


TT dear Oreſtes, this with health ro you, 


From her that was your Wife and Cofin tooj 


Your Cofin ſtill, but oh! that dearer Name 
Of Wife, another now does falſly claim. 


What 


# 
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W t Wowag.can, I I have already done, n 
Yer Im confin by rough dchilles's So EE 
With much of Pain, and all the Art I _— 
I trove to ſhun him, yet all wou'd not do. 
Stand off, fad I, foul Raviſher take heed, 
My injur'd Husband will revenge this deed ; 
Yet he more deaf than angry Tempeſts are, 
To his loath'd'Chamber drag'd me by the hair. 
Had Troy ſtill ſtood, had every Grecian Dame 
Become a Prey to th' haughty ViRor's flame, 
What cou'd I more have ſuffer'd than I do? 

| Far more than poor Andromache ere knew. 

- But, oh my Dear! if, as I have for thee, 
Thou haſt a tender care, or thought for me, .- 

. Come bravely on, and as robb'd Tygers bold, # 
Snatch me half Murther'd fromthe Monſter's hold. : 
Can you purkue each petty Robber's life, | 
And yet thus tamely loſe a Raviſh'd Wife 2 
Think how my Father Menelaus rag'd 

For his loſt Queen, . think what a War he wag d, 
When powerful Greece was in his Cauſe ingag «| | 
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d be fat quietly, and nothing try d, 
As once ſhe was, ſhe'd ſtill been Paris Bride. 
[Prepare no Fleet, you will no Forces need, 


By you, and only you, I woud be free'd. 
'Not but wrong'd Marriage is a Cauſe alone 
Sufficient for th'ingaging World to own. 
Sprung from the Royal Pelopeas Line, 
[You are no leſs'by Blood than Marriage mine. 
Theſe double Ties a double Love perſwade, 
And each ſufficient to deſerve your Aid. 
Ito your Arms was by my Guardian givn, 
The only Bliſs I wou'd have beg'd from Heav'n. 
But that unknown (O my unhappy Fate!) 
Ft My Father gave me to the Man I hate. 
\ [ {Juſt were thoſe Infant Vows to you I made, 
L | But this laſt AR had all thoſe Vows: betray d. 
If Too well he knows what 'tis to be in Love, 
| i} How can he then my Paſſion difapprove 2 
#} Since Love himſelf has felt, he will, oay muſt 
: F Allow this Paſſion in his Daughter juſt. 
ad 


My 
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My Fate reſembles my wrong'd Father's Caſe, 
And Pyrrhus is that Thief that Paris was. 
Let my proud Gaoler the brave deeds run o're, : 


Count all the Laurels his great Parents wote, 
What e're his cou'd, yours greater did, and more. 
Let him Claim Kindred with forne God above, 
You are deſcended from the mighty Fove. 
Brave as you are, I with 'twere underſtood 

By ſomething elſe, than by A#gi/thus blood ; 
Yet you are innocent, Fate drew the Sword, 


And a religious Duty gave the word. 
With this the Tyrant does my Lord diſgrace, 4 
And what's ſtill worſe, dares do it to my Face: 

Whilſt burſt with Envy, Iam forc'd to be B 
Rack't, and-tormented with his Blaſphemy. a 
Shall my Oreftes be abus'd, 'and 1 ' + $h 
As one that's unconcern'd ſit careleſs by ? _ 


No, though diſabled, and of Arms bereft, 
Yet as a Woman I have one way left, He 
Tears | He 


fs 
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To my ſick Mind,..choakid.with excels of grief ; - 


For when the hig charg d adenine 'Y 


| lr ſighs it felf1at0. a fleatſhow:rs 2113 bh 


This 1 can. de;ywebilſt by-each Do BOW 


The dey; Pearls:run trickling. o're-my breaſts); ; 


But how ſhod't4:this facgl-woe.afcape?. 3 wy! »; 
All our whale Rate: was ſubjecÞb4o a, Rape! |: . ! 
[ need not t&lly;how lin ſoft Kegthers:dreff; -» 
The wantolr God his-ſofter:Nymph-poſicſi.;/ | 

How througtetlic deep in uokaown ſhips couvey'd 
Hippodame; was from her Eriends-betray'd ;+--' - - 


How the fair-7indoris, by:farce-tletain'd, 


By th' Amycliead Brethren was :regaio'd... |» |. 
How afterwards by dllthe-Grecian Pawer--:- / 


' | She was brought:back from the /d24»- ſhore, 
| 1 ſcarce-remember-that ſad/day,. and yet, - : 


Young as 1 was; 1 do remember it. 
Her Brothers wept, her Siſter t9 remove 


 HerffFears, call'd oa the Gods, and her own 70ve, 


E Ather 
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Mother, aid I, ity a weak mournfat Tone, 
Will you Be gowe; "and Wave' me hert alone > 
When you are gove why: fhon'd I'flay behind + 
All this I ſpoke, but ſp6ke it to the Wind. 
Now like. the reſt of twy-curſt' Pedigree, - | 
By this leath'd WretchiI'am detain'd from Thee. - 
The brave Achilles 'wou'd have blam'd his Son, 


Nor had heliv'd,- wow'd this havee re been done: | / 


He ne're tad ehoughtit lawful to-divide 
Thoſe two; whom; Martiage had-fo firmly: ty'd. 


What is tp ye Gods, -that thus provokes Four hate, | 


Or what cars'd'Sar-rules my unhappy Fate'>» 


Why am I plaguidiby-your injurious power,” : 


Robb'd of my Parents:1n a tender: hour 2. 
fe to the"'War, ſhe with her Lover fled, 
Though living both, -yet both to.me-were dead., 


No babling words half fram'd upon thy Tongue - 


' ull'd me to ſoſt repoſe when I was young. 
our tender neck was ne're imbrac'd by me; 


-75r fat 1 ever (ming on your knee, 
| You 
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You wetter: fended rg er6v wit low: x;e 


By thee (dear Mother to my Maftiage-bed; 
Ar your return, I fawy: but new: you. nor, 
$ ſure my Mother's Face-k had forgat. -— - 
{ gaz'd,. and gaz'd, hinknew no-Feature there, 
Yet thought 'twas yowz\(rawſe ſo Divincly fair. 
Such-wis ur gnoranae, even you, alas} - bes 
Ask'd your own Daughtet; where your Daughter 
Thou, my *O#eſtss, were/my/ fole deligtit, i 
Yet thee*t66: I-rault doſe; 'unleſs you ol 
Pyrrbus with-holds meſrom! hy Arms; that's all 
Hermibie Mas gain'd By Hiwin's fall. - 

Sooh' is'the: early 'Hitbinger of day = 
Gilds the gla& Orb with his reſplendent Ray ; 
My Grief 's made gentler by'th' approaching light, 
And ſome pain ſeems to vaniſh with the night ; 
But when a darkneſs o're the Earth is ſpread, 
And I return all penſive' to my Bed, (flow, 
Tears from my eyes, as ſtreams from Fountains 
I thun this Husband, as I'd ſhun a Foe. 
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Ofc grown uamindful through diſtraQtive Cares, 
I've ſtretch d my Arms, and touch'd him unawares ; 
Strait then I'check the wandring Senſe, - and fly / . 
To the Bed's utmoſt limits; !yet'Tilie" 7: 5+ : 
Reſtleſs ev'ti there,” and thinkT'm ſtill coo: nigh. 

Oft I for Pyrrbus have Oreftes ſaid, (1) 

But bleſt the Error which my: Tongue: had made. 
Now by that Royal God, whoſe frown can make 
The VaſhliGlobe of his:Creation ſhake, -; - 

Th' Almighty: Sire of- ouruthappy! Race,.;. 

And by the Sacred Urn-that-does imbrace...- 

Thy Father's duſt, whoſe once loud blood may boaſt 
Thou in repoſe haſt laid his ſleeping Ghoſt; 

I'll either live my dear Oreſtes's Wite,-i-, - | 

Or to-untimely Fate reſign; my. Lite.. - |... 


Mil WIR 
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/ 
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/ 
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/ 


The ARGUMENT. 


accuſtomed nightly to ſwim over the Hel- 
fone: to vifit Hero (Prieftsf of Venus 7; emple) 

binder d by Storms from his wonted 
| ane "fend; s her the following Epiſtle. 


”Eceive this Letter from Leander, fravghr 


' With Service; which he ratherwould have 


brought. 
_ (crown 
: Read with a ſmile, and yet, if thou wouldſt 


þ 1 wiſer wiſhes, read them with a frown. 
E 3 That 
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That Anger from thy kindnefs will proceed, | | 
"Cauſe of Leander thou capff only read. ® © 
The Seas rege high, and ſcatce odu'd we prevail 
With the moſt daring Mariner to fail. | | 
Embark'd at laſt, and ſculking in the Hold, : 


My ſtealth js to my jealous Parents told, 

As much too tim'roys they, as I too bold. 

. T writ, ſince writing was my ſole relief, 

And ore the dewy ſheets thus breath'd my grief. 
'Bleſt Letter, go, my tendereſt thoughts convey, | 


To her warm Lip thy Signets ſhe will lay ; 
And with a Kiſs diſſolve thy Seals away. 
Sevn tedious pights guiltleſs of ſleep ve ſtood, 
Sigh'd withthe winds,andmormur'd with the flood; 
Then climbing th* utmoſt Cliftsher Coaſt to view, 
My Tears, like Glaſſes, th' Objet nearer drew : 
By th' adverſe windsand wavesdetain'don ſhoje, 

My Thoughts run all our former Pleaſures ore, 
| And in ſoft Scenes of Fancy re-injoy | 
The blis that did our lafant Loves imploy. 

'Twas 


i » a 
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| 'Twas night (a Curſe on the-Impert'ncnt light 
/That pry'd and marr'd the pleaſures of that night) 
When firſt I ſwamthe Ford; -while Cyntbias beams 
Look'd pale, and trembledifor me inthe fireams; 
| | My drooping Arms, an hopesthey-ſhall atlepgth 
' Imbrace thy neck, feel freſh fupplics of firength, 
| [The wandrigg-Waves to'their: new Fury yield, / 
Not Triton's fades plow the liquid Field. --- 
© , $00n onthe Temples Spire-your Torch (py's, 
Fixt like a Star my-watery Courſe to guide ; - 
> Which Planet-like, ſhoots vigour thro' my veins; + 
) The warmth of -my Immortal Love ſuſtains, | 6 
In the cold Flood, Life's periſhing remains: - © 
14 But now-the gentleſt Star char bleſt my way, ' 
, Your bright ſelf on the Turret 1 ſurvey. - © 
Then with nedoubled ſtrokes the Waves divide, 
And by my Hero'am at laſt deſcry'd: | 
Scarce cou'd your careful Confident reſtrain; 


, 


But you wou'd plunge, and meetmeinthe Maio, 
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That Ankle deep on the-Fordsibrink:you ſtood; 5 
And ſeem'd the: new:riga Zexus:of/ the. Flood. 
The ſhore. now-gain'd'to your:dear Arms I flew, 
'All dropping as 1\xwas'with briny Dew; | 
Nor prov'd for'that a\more unwelcome Gueſt ;'+. 
Your warm lip to my bloodlefscheek you preſt, * 
Nor felt-my Locks diſtilling ofi*yonr breaſt, ' ” 


Your haſty Robesare'v're my Thbulders thrown, 


To ſhroud my ſhivering Limbs; ' you ſtript 'your 
Forgetting how your too officious'Care, ©? 
Left thee (my tecd'reſt part) expogd'to Air. 
\'The night, and we are; conſcioyis'to'the reſt, 
Nelights that ought not, cannatbe expreſt. 

We knew ſhort ſpace-was to our'pleaſures ſer, 
And therefore loy'd not at the:common rate. 

But th' utmoſt-Fury of your Flames imploy d,- / 
TheMinutes flewllefs faſt than weinjoy'd. (orlighe 
With ſuch diſpatch that nights .dear joys 'we 
Fo recolle wou'd make an Age of thought. 


ar 


And made fo far your kind Endeavours good, 
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And I with them am fumimon 'd to retire. 


Confus'dly then we our Love task diſpatch, © 
Ten thouſand Kiſles in a Minute ſnatchr, 2% 
Your Woman chid that I fo Jong delay 4, 


My ſtay you ai reprov v'd, and then my haſte, 
Nor cry'd Farewel ; till you had claſpd me. faſt. 
Day broke e're we our Am'rous ſtrife cou'd end ; 
Then ſighing I to the cold Beach deſcend, (feep, 
Truſt me, the ON from your dear Coaſts ſeems 
And all the way methinks I climb the deep. 
Bat when reviſiting your ſhores, I ſeem 
Deſcending ſtiH, and rather fall than ſwim. 
| loath my Native Soil, and only prize 
That Region where my Loves dear Treaſure lies 
Why is not Seſtos to Abydus joyn d2 
Since we united are in heart and mind. 
The ſame our hopes, . our fears, and our defires, 
Love is our Life, and one Love both inſpires. 

But 
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But ah! what Mis'ries on that Love attend, | 
Whoſe Joys on humorous Seas and Winds depend? 
I by their quarrel loſe, forc'd to delay 
My render Viſit, rill they end the Fray. 


' Whepfirſt] croſt the Gulph, the Dolphins gaz d, 
The Sea Nimphs fled, the Tr. ritons were amaz d. 
But now no more [ ſeem a Prodigy, 

But paſs for an Inhabirant o'th' Sea. 

And fince my pallage i it by Storms withſtood, 
I'm nightly miſt by th' Brothers of the Flood. 
Ofc have I curſt the tedious way, but oh! 

I wiſh in vain that tedious paſta now. 

Yield me again, kind Floods, my tireſome way, 
'Twas never half ſo tireſome as my Stay. 
Muſt then my Halcyon Love all Winter ſleep, 
And ne're lannch forth into a troubled Deep 2 
Muſt I deſiſt my Homage to perform, 

_ And ſculk at home for ev'ry peeviſh Storm 2 


If thus the Summer Guſts detain my courſe, 
How ſhall I through the Winter Surges force ? 
Abſence 
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| Abſence ev'n then I ſhall ll got _ _ 
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And if the ſwelling Floods not ſoon rage 0 


Vl make my boaſting good, and dare their rage. 
My vent'rous ſcape ſhall in your Arms be bleſt, 
Orif I'm loſt, my Arxious Love find reft. 


The Waves at leaſt will 80 my Corps the grace 
To vaſt it to my worited landing place : 

Or of its own accord the Amorous Clay 

Will thither float, nor loſe fo known a way ! 

| I gueſs your Kindneſs will ev'n then perform 

To the cold Trunk, what you were wont when 
_ Warm; | 


Your ſelf diſmantling, you will ſhroud me o're, 

And grieve to find your boſoms warmth no more 

Have: pawer, my vital ſpirits to reſtore. 

If this fad Fancy diſcompoſe thy breaſt, 

Think 'rwas but Fancy, and reſume thy reſt. 

lnvoke the Watry Pow'rs (thy Pray'rs are Charms) 

Tafſyage the ftoxm, and yield me tothy Arms. 
But 


4 
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But when to, your dear Manfion I arrive, , 

Looſe ey'ry-Wind, and ler the Tempeſt drive. 
"Twill give my ſtay pretence, nor can you chide 
Whilſt Thunder pleads fo loudly on my fide. 
Till then. permit this Letter to ſupply | 
The Author's place, and in thy boſom lie. 

Lodg'd in thybreaſt, my Paſſion 'twill i impart, 
And whiſper, its ſoft Meſſage to thy Heart, 


= 


EET 5 4 921714 2}= 1; "3c Mm ON 2; | 
1A ſuchidelight-I read your Letter-ore, 

© Your Preſence only  cou'd> have; givdo 
Excuſe-my Paſſion; "if i foar above! i: (P&: More. 


| Your thought ; no.mari can judge-of Womans love. 


With bus'neſs you, or pleaſures may ſuſtain 


The Pangs of Abſence, and divert the Pain. 
by : The 
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The Hitts the Vates, the Woods, and f— 


With mages" Prefit wich Delight atlhra. {970 
for Beafs, $0d Snares for Few! You ſet, 
You mile, god ypur,owp amprous Chains forget. 
iferh uſaikd helps.beſides aft your Cure, £ 
Whilt Womens ſole Relief is to endure. 

Or, with my Confident I hold diſcourſe, 
Debatng what ſhoud interrupt your Cgurle x 7 
Or viewing from aloft the'troubled Tide, Y 
Mix in the Fray, and with the Tempeſt chide. 
Or in the Storms leaſt Interval ſuſpect 

Your ſtay, 4a0'moſt clidrge you with negle. 

I ſeek your footſteps on the Sands in vain, 
The Sands no more confeſs thee than the Main. 
4 xvatch th' arriving Barks; and never fall 7 
T'inquire!of you, and meite-by every of \ 

"Still as the ſetting Sun reſtores the Night; 
(The Light 40ime more welcome than the Night,) 
I fix my flaming Torch-to guide-my- Love, © 
Nor ſhines there any friendlier Star aboye. 

Then 
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Then with mp Watk or Bodkthe.tims cheat,  - 

And.'midſt the Task Ltander's Name repeat. -..'-; 
My wedded thoughts. no other Theme purſue, 
I talk s hundred chings——bot-oll of you; /.. 1... 
What think't thou;Netſe, does my Leander coma 2: 
Or waits he'eil} his Parefits Gecp) at-home? -}.,,- 


For he is forc'd:tvi ſteal his Paſſogerthere,; 11/1, *,, - 


As nightly we by ſtealth adatitimihere,:'.-, 1 
Think'ſt Thoiithatnow he firips bias in the Bay, -- 
Or is alreadyrplungy, andvnchis way ? +114 7 
Whillt he, poor Saul, with tedious warching ſpone, 


' Makes lislf Replies, .and Nbdding gives Aﬀent,./'7 
Yet cannot 1'thi ſmalleſt puuſeallow, |; 1:17 


But cry, he is utineh'$forrh for certain fiow.- | 
Then-ev ry Momene throughithe Window: peop'; 
Vith greedy -fiyes exainini albaheDecp.; | -7 1 
And whiſper to the. Floods a tender 'Prayer--: 

ln your behalf, as if I ſpy'd you there. 

Or 10 beguile' my Griefs my Ear: incline, 

and take each/gentle breezes Voice for Thine: 


At 
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At laf;” furpriz'd withleep,” in'/Dreams I gain 
That bliſs, for which Þ'wak'd ſo: long/in vain. 
To ſhrond you then iny ſhoulders I'diveſt, + - 
- And claſp you ſhivering to my wartner- breaſt, - 
A Fover need nor inforatdthe rel 

(ploy,} 
Theſe Pleafures'oft>my- ſflumb'ring/ thoughts in 
But till th' are Dreains; and: :yieldirio ſolid Joy. / 
Tho' ne're ſo livelyithe fruition be; 2 | 
To filf my blifs'Þ muſt haveovery! Thee, 
At preſent, 1 confelspthe: Seas yrelrough, 
But'Whrt laſt Nightcompos'd andealm A al 
Why #d'yow theoray longing hopes:delay 2 ,,'.1/ 
Why difappoine.mewith 2 total Gay? 1: 12 
Is it your Fear:thav mia kes:my wiſhes -yain 2? -, | 


Whetr tougher, yorrhaveoft:ingag'd:the Main;y' | 


If it be Fear, thiv fridhdly Fear retain,” 
Nor viſit me till-youſecurely'may'; -: :- w{ 
Your danger would 'affli ame more than ſtay. - ' 
Dread every Guſt'that blows,” but-oh! my Mind' 
Miſgives, leſt you prove various asthat Wind. 


s* 'F 
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If e're you change, your Error [ecret keep, © _. 
And in bleſt Ignorance permit. me ſleep. 

Not that I am inform'd y*are chang'd at all, 

But abſent Lovers fear what e're may fall. | 
Detain'd by th' Floods, your ſtay I will not blame; 
But leſs I dread the Floods than ſome new Flame. 

Be huſht ye winds, ye raging Billows ſleep, 

And yield my Love fafe paſſage through the deep. 
Bleſt ſign, the Taper ſparkles whilſt I pray, 

A Gueſt i'th' Flame ! Leander's on his way ! 

Our Houſhold Altar yields propitious ſigns, 

from which my Nurſe your ſwift approach divines. 
The Crickets too of your arrival. warn, 

And fay our number ſhall increaſe ere Morn. 


| Come, gentle Youth, and with thy preſence make 


The glad Conjeture true; the Day will break, 
And marr our bliſs, prevent the haſtning Morn ; 
To me and Loves forſaken Joys return. 
My bed without Thee will afford no Reſt, 
There is no Pillow like Leander's Breaſt, 
F Dok 
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Doſt thou ſuſpe& the time will be too ſhort 2 
Or want'ſt thou ſtrength th' adventure toſupport 2 
If this detain thee, Oh / no longer ſtay, 

Tl plunge and meet Thee in the Flood half way. 
Thus in the verdatit Waves our Flames ſhall meer, 
And danger make the ſoft imbrace more ſweet. 
Our Love's our own, which yet wetake by ſtealth, 
Like Midnight Miſers from their hidden Wealth. 
"Ewixt Decency and Love unhappy made, 
Whilſt Fame forbids what our Defires perſwade. 
How art thou nightly ſnatch'd from me away ? 
To dare the Flood when Sailers keep the Bay. 

Yet be advisd thou Conqueror of the Tide, . 
Nor in thy youthful Strength ſo much confide. 
Think not thine Arms can more than Oars prevail; 
Nor dare to ſwim, when Pilots fear to Sail. 
With much regret I cautiouſly perfwade, 
And almoſt wiſh my Counſel difobey'd. 
Yet when to the rough Main my Eyes I turn, 
Methinks I never can enough forewarn : 
| Not 


Nor 


HERO to LEANDER 67 


i 


Nor does my laſt Nights Viſions leſs affright, 
(Tho'expiated with' many a Sacred Rite,) 

A ſporting Doiphin, whilſt the Flood retir'd, 
Lay hid 'th' Ooze, and on the Beach expir'd. 
What e're the Dream portend, as yet reſide |! 
In the ſafe Port, nor truſt th' inconſtant Tide: 
The Storm (too fierce to laſt) will ſoon decay, 
Then with redoubled ſpeed redeem your ſtay. 
Till then theſe ſheets ſome pleaſure may impart, 
They bring what moſt you prize, your Hero's heart. 
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LAODAMIA 


APR KO TESILAUS. 
BY 


THO. FLATMAN, Eſq; 


The ARGUMEMNS. 


Proteſilaus, lying Windbound at Aulis, in the Gre- 
cian Fleet, defignd for the Trojan War, his 
Wife Laodamia Beads this | Jollwing Epiſtle to 
Him. 


Ealth to the gentle Man of War, and may 

F What Laodamia ſends, the Gods. convey. | 

The Wind that ill in Aulis bolds my Dear, | 

Why was it not fo croſs to keep him here 2 [ 
Let 


_C > —_— 
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Let the Wind raiſe an Zurricane at Sea, 

- ' Were he but ſafe and warm aſhore with-me, 

Ten thouſand kiſſes I had more togive hum, Ach: 
Ten thouſand cautions, and foft words-to-'feave 
In haſte he lefe me, ſummon'd by the Wind, 
(The Wind to barb'rous Mariners only: kind.) 

3 The Seaman's pleaſure, is the Lover's pain © 
 (Protefilaus is from my boſom tane d) 5: 


+ F from my faultering tongue half ſpeeches fell, 
{Scarce cou'd I ſpeak that wounding wordFarewel,) 
_ A merry Gale (at Sea they call it ſo)-\> 

T Filld every. Sail with joy; -my. breaſt with woe, 
There werit my dear Protefilaus 
While'I cou'd: ſee thee; full of eager pain, 

to | My greedy Eyes epicuriz'd'on-Thine, *''! - 

; When thee no more, but thy ſpread Sails I'view, 

y | 1look'd, and look'd, till 1 had loſt them too 

y But when not thee, nor them I cou'd deſcry, 

And all was Sea that came within my eye, 

ih F 3 ; They 
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They fay (for I have quite forgot) they ſay 

I ſtrait grew'pale, end fainted quite away ; 
Compaſſionate Tphiclus, and the good old Man, 
My Mother too, to my aſliſtance ran ; - 

[In haſte cold water on my face they threw, 
And brought me to my (elt with much ado, 
They meant it well, ro me it ſeem'd not fo, 
Much kinder had they been to let me go; 

My anguiſh with my Soul rogether came, 

' And in my heart burſt out the former flame : 


Since which, my uncomb( locks unkeeded flow, - 


Undreſt, forlorn, I care not how I go; 

Inſpird with Wine, thus Bacchus frollick rout 

Stagger'd of old, and ſtraggled all abour. 

Put on, put on, the happy Ladies ſay, 

Thy Royal Robes, fair Laodamia. 

Alas/ before Troy's walls my Dear does lie, 

What pleaſure can 1 rake in 7yrian dye? 

Shall Curles adorn my head, an Helmertthine ? 

[ in bright Tiſſdes, thou in Armour ſhine ? 
Rather 


«a Y Sceo 
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| Rather with ſtudied negligence Ill be 


As ill, if not diſguiſed worſe than T hee. 

O Pars! raisdby ruins} may {t thou. prove 
As fatal in thy.War, as.in thy Love ! - 
O that the Grecian Dawe had been leſs fair, , 
Or thou leſslgvely hadſt gppear'd.to Her! ._- 
O Menelaus | timely ceaſe. to ſtrive, 
With how. much blood wilt-thou thy loſsretrieve ? 
From me, , ye Gods, avert your heavy doom, 
And bring my Dear, laden with Laurels home. 
But my.-heart fails me, when think of War, 
The fad refletion coſts me many a tear : 
tremble: when. 1hear the very name 
Of every place where thou thalr fight for fame. 
Beſides th' adventurous Raviſher well knew. 
The ſafeſt Arts his Villany to purſue; 
In noble dreſs he did her heart ſurprize, 
With Gold he dazled her ungyuarded Eyes, 
He back'd his Rape with Ships and armed Men, 
Thus ſtorm'd, thus took the beauteous Fortreſsitt. 

F'g-. Againſt | 
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againſt - Ponks/sf: —_ cad Gd Arms" | 
' There's no'ſecurity/in'the' brighteſt Charms. 
Ele®ir'1 fear, tHifch do'l Zefer fear, 

A Man (they ſay) experienc'd in war: ' 

My Dear; if thou haſt any Love for me, 

Of that ſame #efoy prithee mindful be, 

Fly him be ſure, 'and/every other Foe, 

Leſt each of ther ſhould prove an Zefor too,” 
Remember, when for fight thou ſhalr-prepare, | 


— 


Thy Lardamia charg'd thee, have a"Care, 
For what wounds thou receiv'ſt are eiv 'nto her. 
If by thy Valour 779y muſt ruin'd-be, | 
May not the Ruine leave'one Scar on thee ;- 
Sharer in th' honour, from the danger free ! 
Let Menelaus fight,"and force his way 
Through the falſe Ravi/ſher'sTroops to his F7e/cna. 
Great be his Viſtory, as his cauſe is good, 
May.he ſwim to her-in his Enemies blood. 

: Thy- Caſe is different —rgay'ſt thou live to ſee 
(Deareſt) noother Combarant but me ! 


| Ye 
” 
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Ye generous Trojans, turn your Swords away 
| = From his dear breaſt, find out a nobler prey, | 
Why ſhould you harmleſs Laodamia ſlay ? 


My poor good natur'd Man did never know 
What 'tis to fight, or how to face a Foe ; 
Yet in Love's field what wonders can he do? . 


Great is his Proweſs and his Fortune too ; 

Let them go fight, who know not how to woe. 
Now I muſt own, I fear to let thee go, 

My trembling lips had almoſt told thee fo. 

When from thy Father'sHouſe thou didft withdraw, 

Thy fatal ſtumble at the door I faw, 

I faw it, fighd, and pray'd the fign might be 


Ye Y *O ——_ JF wm 


Of thy return a happy Prophefie! LD 
| cannot but acquaint thee with my tear, - 

a. Be not too brave, ——Remember, Have a care, '£ 
And all my dreads will vaniſh into Air. 


Among the Grecians ſome one muſt be found 
- That firſt ſhall ſet his foot on Trojan ground ; 
Unhappy 
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Vohappy the ol t iha bislof bewail, 

"= Grant, Oye Gods, thy courage then may fail. 
Ofall the Ships, be thioe the very laſt, 

Thouthelaſt man that lands; there needs no haſt; 

To meet a potent, and a treacherous Foe ; 

Thov'lt land I fear too ſoon, .tho' ne re ſo flow. 

At thy Return ply every Sail and Oar, - 

And nimbly leap.on thy deſerted ſhore. 

| All the day long, and all che lonely night 

Black thoughts of thee my anxious Soul aftright : 

Darkneſs, to other Womens pleaſures kind, 


Augments, like Hell, the torments of my mind. 


I court Cen Dreams, on my forſaken Bed, 


Falſe Joys mult ſerve, finceall my true are fled. . 


What's that ſame airy Phanton fo like thee 2 
What wailings do [ hear, what palenelſs ſee ? 

I wake, and hug my ſelf, "ris but a Dream—— 
The Grecian Altars know I feed their flame, 
The want of hallow'd wine my, tears ſupply, 
Which make the ſacred fire burn bright and high. 


When 


— 


en 
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' hen ſhall I claſp thee in theſe Arms afs mine, - 
* Theſe longing Arms, and lie diſſoly/d in thine 2 
| When ſhall I have thee by thy ſelf alone, 


To learn the wondrous Aﬀions thou has done ? 


| Which when in rapturous words thou haſt begun 


With many, and many a kiſs, prirhee tell on, 
Such interruptions graceful pauſes are, 
A Kiſs in Story's but an halt in War. 


But when I think of Troy, of winds, and wavey 


| fear the pleaſant dream my hope deceives: 


Contrary winds in Port detain thee too, 


In fpite of wind and tide why wouldſt thou go? 
Thus to thy Country thou wonldſt hardly come, 
ln ſpite of wind and tidethou went'ſt from home. 
To his own City Neptune ſtops the way, 

Revere the Omen, and the Gods obey. - 

Return ye furious Grecians, homeward fly, 

Your ſtay is not of Chance, but Deftiny. 

How can-your Arms expe defir'd ſucceſs, 

That thus contend for an Adultereſs ? 
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But, let not me'foreſpeak you, no, 

And Heav'n beffiend you' with a profperons Gale ! 
Ye Trojans! with regret methinks I ſee 


Cs, 


Your firſt encounter with' your Enemy ; 

I ſee fair Fe/en put'on all her Charms, 

To buckle on her luſty Bridegroom's Arms; 
She gives him Arms, and Kiſſes ſhe receives, 
(I hate the tranſports each to other gives.) 


She leads him forth, and ſhe commands him come | 


Safely victorious, and triumphant bome, 
And he (no doubt) will make: no nice delay, | 
But diligently do. what e're ſhe fay ; 


Now hereturns! —ſee with what amorous ſpeed 
She-takes the pond'rous Helmet from his head, | | 


And Courts the weary Champion to her. Bed. 


We Women, too too credulous alas ! ) 


Think what we fear will: ſurely come to paſs. 
Yet, while before the Leagure thou doſt lic, 


Thy Pifare-is ſome pleafure to my Eye, 


T hat, | 


ſet Sail, // 


— 


| 
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That, I care(s in words moſt kind and free, 

- | Andlodge it on my Breaſt, as I would thee; - 
There muſt be ſomething in it more than Art, 
'Twere very thee, could it thy mind impart ; 

I kiſs the pretty /do/, and complain, 


As if (like thee) 't would anſwer me again. 
By thy returo, by thy dear Self, I ſwear, 

| By our Loves Vows, which moſt Religious are. 

© | Bythy beloved Head, and thoſe gray Hairs 

| Which time may on it Snow, in future years, 


Eternal Partner of thy weal and woe, 
) | So thou but live,. tho'all the Gods fay no: 
| Farewell, —but prethee very careful be 

| Of thy beloved Self, (1 mean) of me. 


lcome, where erethy fate ſhall bid thee go, 


LL 


BY 
Mr. ED. FLOTD. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Demophoon, the $6 of  Theſeus and Phzdra, re 
. © turning from the Trojan Wars, was by adverſe 
Winds driven on the Thiracian- Shore, where be 
was Royally entertained, and received into fe 
miliarity by Phillis, Daughter of Lycurgus and 


whom, after he had a while remain d, hearing of 
the Death of Meneſtheus* (the Depoſer of his 
Father) be "went to take Paeſpon of his own 


Realm of Athens, yet wit 
of returning within - the ſpace of one Month. 


But being detaind paſ# the appointed time by 


_ the diſtrattions his People were under, he gave 0 
cafion to Phillis (impatient of delays) to write him 


this Epiſtle. 
Pei (who entertain'd thy Loveand Thee, 
Faithleſs Demophoon) blames thy Perjury : 


How, | 


Cruſtumens, Ang and. Queen of Thrace ; with 


earneſt proteſtations 


ET ESERSSSASSRYT THY? 
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| How,when with pain we perted;didſt thou mourn, 
' And ſeem'dſt to live alone for thy return / 


How didſt thou limit my diſtreſs, and ſwear 
Within one month thy ſpeedy preſence here / 
Yet now four Moons are weary'd out, - and fee 
Thee ſtill regardleſs of thy Vows and me. | 
Hadſt thou a tender ſenſe to know the pain 'Þ 
Of abſent Lovers, who expect iri vain, | 
Thou would'ſt not call me haſty, nor upbraid 
Theſe humble murmurs of a Wife betray'd. 


* Were flow in our believing IIls, - for 1 
Flatter'd my felf that yet I ſhou'd not die: 


My ſelf I have oft deluded, —thought thee Kind— 
—Thy Ship returning with a proſp'rous wind :== 
Theſeus I've curſt, and yet unjuſtly him, 

Forthou perhaps art Author of thy Crinie. 

The dang 'rous thoals of Hebrus made me moura, 
As fancying thee expos'd in thy return. 


 Oft for thy health I've ſoughtthe Gods by pray'r, 


And Incenſe burnt to place thee in their care. 
When 
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When &re the Wind ſtood fair, 1 fancy'd ſtraight 
' Thy ſudden preſence, or thy certain fate. 

Then have I ſtudy'd reaſons for thy ſtay, 

And .urg'd my wit to favour thy delay : 

"Yet doſt not thou the ſence of Vows retain, 
To Gods, and me, made equally 1 in vain. 

F. ſtriteſt Vows did mix with common Air, 
Nor does thy tardy Fleet the fault repair. 

Thy abſence fully does my Crime reprove, 
And ſeems defign'd to pay focheap a Love. 

My only fault was loving eaſily, 

| And yet that fault claims gratitude in thee. 
-Where's now thy faith, thy ſuppliant hands, and 


- where | 
The God prophan'd by thy fallacious _ Fx 


Where's 'Zymen now that ſhould our hearts unite, | Th 


Bleſs and fecure our conjugal delight 2 . | 
Firſt, by the Sea thou. ſwor'ſt thy meaning juſt, | 
| The Sea that then thou wert about to truſt: 


Thou | 7 


And limited ,my hoſpitality, 
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] Thou ſwor'ſt by thy pretended Grandfare's name, 
 Þ TheGod that does rebellious ſtorms reclaim: 

By Venus and by Love's Artullery, 

The Inſtruments of mighty woes to me: . 

By Juno, who of Marriage Vows takes care, 

And Ceres, who the hallow'd Torch does bear ; 
Shou'd theſe wrong'd Pow'rs be juſt,  cou'd thou 


Theangry ſtroke of an Almight y hand? (wi ſtand 


Thy Ships 1. did repair, thy Sails 1 improye, 
And Rrengrheo'd the deſerter « of my Love,, . 
| gave thee Oars as Inſtruments of ſpeed, | 


And ſharpen'd all the-dartsby which I bleed. 


Thy words,—Thy Kindred Gods—what oh was 
With Joy I heard, with Faith ] entertain'd : Vee, 


. View'd with. regard thy falſe commanded tears, 


Thy artful ſorrow, . and thy ſeeming fears. 
Thy arts of Love to me thou page i have ſpar d, 


. 4 «+ 3 


Nor ſhou' 4 ig pole to i have well Mat Thee, 


G | Is Put 
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But to adrhit thee looſely to my breaſt, | . 
Is Treaſon, faral to my' preſent reſt; 
Ah ! had I dy'd-before'that evening came, ( 
I then had Uy'd in peace;' fecure of fame.” 
Yielding,”T hop'd thy gratitude might move, ÞJ x 
And ſhewing mine, deferve thy utmoſt: love. | 
But * cis ; inglorious thus 1 to have betray d $ 
(All pitileſs) a frail believing Maid: ** * 5 
A Maid that lov'd thee, thou haſt robb'd 6f fame, T 
And mzy- no greater honour reach thy" name. T 
Ig Athens," when thy Statue ſhall be plac'd Fi 
Near thy great Father with his Trophies pracd: | 
When Scyron and Procriſtes ſhall be read, [ 
| Scinisand Minotaure in rejuriph lead: DAY 0 
| Thebes quite reduc'd, the Centaur's overcome, -- VM 


Hell ſtorm'd, and the black King diſturb dat home, |. y 
Thy hated Image chus infcrib'd ſhall end. ——— FT 
He who betray'd his Miſtreſs and his Friend.” T 
Of allthy mighty Father has atchiev' g," i Ws 
Thou lik'ſt, that Ariadne was deceiv'd: © | T 


PHILL!S''* DEMOPHOON. 83 


What he repented, thou doſt ſtill admire, 
And only to his treacheryart Heir: 
(Unenvy'd) ſhe:enjoys 4 nobler Mate, 

And drawti byharnels'd Typres, rides iniſtate. 
The Thraciaws; whom I ſevrn'd; now ſhun my bed, 
As one by ſtranpe pollated "hands miſled. awd 
Says one, let Kirried Athens be Her placty” | 
Some nobler Hand ſhall govern warlike Thrace. - 

» | The End proves all——and may he never hit 

| His raſh preſage, 'who' dares condemn thee yet, 
For ſhould'ſt'thou row return, each will coneluds# 
I ſtudy'd with my own my Country's pood: 
I've fail'd; #as! Thott no'review doſt make, 
| Orvf my Palace of the Cryſtal Lake. 
| My eyes retain thy praceful Image, wheri 

6 fy « With mournful Bows thou bad'ſt he hope aven: 

"| Thou did'ſt imbrace tie, and with fuch delay, 

& That long breath'd kiſſes ſeem's to mean thy ſtay 5 

| Thoudid'ſt exchange; and mix our tears, and fwear 

| The Wind was inguſpicious, when 'twas fair ; 
at] G 3 . When 


om 
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When our divorce thou coudſt no more re decline, 
Thou faid'ſt, Expechme———Phillis, 7 am thine : 


Him I expe&, 'whoi meant to comeino more, 
And:Ships:no more defign'd to touch this ſhore ; 


Yet Rill I hope—ah./. come, tho- paſt: thy time; | 


That thy delay may be'thy:only-Crime. 

Some wanton Maid'(perhaps) ſeduces Thee, 
And.buys thy love with cheap diſcourſe-of me. 
Thou canſt not -be unmindful who Iam, 
Conlult thy ſelf-for my. neglected name ; 

Phillis thy Conſtant, hoſpitable Friend, 

Who did her barbour and aſliſtance len : 

Love, Empire, all ſubmitted to;thy will, 
Who gave thee much, and wiſh'd to give thee till 
Lycurgus's Land ſurrenderd to thy ſway, 

| And to thy Hand its Scepter did convey, 

As far as Rhodope and Femus go, 

And the ſoft ſtreams of ſacred Hebrus flow ; 
Thee iny laſt bluſkes bleſt, thy loves long toils- 


Rewarded with my conquer'd Virgin Spoils. 
; w; 


"hs 
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The howling Fiends, and ominous Birds of Night, 


© With diſmal notes perform'd'each Nuptial Rite : 


With her curl'd Snakes the'fierce Alefo came, 
To light our Tapers with infernal flame.” ” *** 
On Rocks I walk—and ore the barren Sand; 

Far as my Eyes Gan reach the ſpacious Strand; 
Look out all hours to ſee what Wind'ſtands'fair 
By Earthscold'damp untir'd, or Heavens bleakair; 
When any diſtant Sail I chance to ſpy, © © 


* | I fancy thy looſe Streamers drawing nigh : 
\ | Launch'd into Sea, 'the tardy Gales I chide, 
| And to meet thee I ſtem th' impetuous Tide; 


When their approach declares my hopes are vain 
| fainting crave th' aſſiſtance of my Train. 
Above the Bay, which the ſpent billows blocks 


| And forms a precipice of pendant Rocks, 


Thence my deſpair preſented me a grave, 
And nought but thy return my life ſhall fave, 


| May ſome kind Wave to thy own Shore convey, 


and at thy fcet thy floating Phillis lay, 


G 3 Thy 
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Ofc baye I thirſted for a. pois'nous draught, 


As oft a death from fome kind Poniard ſought ; 


Of round that nech a. filken Twine I. caſt, 
Which once thy dear perfidious Arms imbrac'd. 
By death Ill heal my preſent Infamy, 

But ſtay to chooſe the ſpeedieſt way to die. 
This fad ſhort Epitaph ſhall ſpeak my doom, 
And fix my mournful ſtory on my: Tomb, 


With the cold Aſhes of his Miſtreſs fill d ; 
He was the cauſe, and bers the hand that kill'd. 


This Monument did | falſe Demophoon build | | 


Thy melting heart this diſmal ſound: will groan, .. 
In theſeembraces joyn'd, we meet. too foon———— 


my 


(87) 


"OENONE. 
WP... R F-:.5. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Hecuba, being with Child of Paris, dream'd ſhe 
was delivered of a Firebrand': Priam, conſulting 
the Prophets, was anſwer d the Child ſhoud "be 
the Cauſe of the Deſtruttion of Troy, wherefore 

' Priam commanded it [hould be deliverd'to wild 
Beaſts as: ſam as born 5 but. Hecu ba conveys it 
ſecretly to Mqunt Ida, there to be foſter d by 
the Shepherds, where he falls in love with the 
Nymph OEnone, Gut. at length being known and 
own'd, he ſails into Greece, and carrries Helen 
to Troy, which Otnone hearing, writes him this 
Epiſtle. 


Ead this,(if your new Bride will ſuffer) read; 


NL R And no upbraidings from Mycena dread. 
G 4 '  Oaly 
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Only OEnonxe here does of her ſwain 
(If he will let her call-him hers) complain. = 


What God has robb'd me of your love and you 2? 
Or from what crime of mine proceeds my woe? | 
Misfortunes, when deſery'd, we may endure, 
But when unjuſtly born, can find no Cure. Et 
Though now a Prince, not yet. ſo great you was, | 
When a fam'd Nimph, I ſtoop'd to your imbrace: 
A Slave you was (forgive what I have ſaid) 
Slave as you was, I took you to my bed, 
Often, amidſt your Flocks, beneath ſome ſhade | . 


w "> 


1 

\ 
On Leaves and Flow'rs we amorouſly. were laid. [ 
As oft, upon-the Straw, our joys we prov'd þ 
In ſome low ſhed from Winter ſtorms remov'd. - A 
When you roſe up to Hunt, Iſhew'd you game, T 
Surpriz'd the Infant ſavage and his Dam, A 
Companion of your ſports, the toils.did place, 

And chear'd the ſwift pac'd Hounds upon the chace, Þ V 
Upon the Trees your ſickle carv'd my name, Fr 
And ey'ry Beach is conſcious-of. your flame, | = 

wr Well 


: Well T remember that tall Poplar Tree, 


— 
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2 (Irs Trunk is fill'd, and with Records of me,) 


. = 
” YE OO mt” 2-4 


© Which, may ir live / on the brooks margin ſer, 


Hason its knotty bark theſe Verſes writ : 
When Paris lives; not to OEnone true, 

Back "Xantbis ſtreams ſhall to their fountains flow; 
Turn / Turnye ſtreams / and Yavthus backwards 


- The faithleſs Par has forgot his Vow. (goe ? 


Calm was our love, bleſt with delighful eaſe, 
Till a black ſtorm o'recaſt my former peace, 


: When the three Heav'nly Beauties bleſt thine eyes, 


Deſign'd Thee Umpire to beſtow the prize. 


F as from your mouth the fatal Story came, 
} Aſwift cold trembling ſhot through all-my frame. 


To ancient Sages my juſt doubts I bear, 


Þ and all conclude ſome dreadful miſchief near. 


| Now the tall Pines into ſtrong; barks you ſhape, 


* Which ſweep the ſurface of the yielding deep, | 
' Fromyour ſwoln Eyes the Tears at parting crept, 


| Deny it not, nor be aſham'd you wept 


(Your 
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(Your Love was then no injury to your Fame 
You daily burn in a more ſhameful flame, 
You wept, and on my Eyes you gazing ſtogd, 
Whole falling, Tears increas'd the briny Flood. - 


About my Neck your wreathing Arms,you flung, | 


Cloſer than, Vinesto their lov.d, Elms you clung - 
When for your ſtay you did the. Tempeſts blame, 
How oft they laugh d who knew the Ocean calm! 


'Midſt thouſand, Kiſſes, when you'd bid farewtll, 


Scarce cou'd, your Tongue the fatal Meſſage tell. 
You are embarqu'd: Againſt your Gally's lide 
The plying Oars beat up the foaming. Tide : 
Till hurry'd from my. ſight, your Ships I view, 
Then my Salt Tears the parched Sands bedew. 
Soon, ye Sea Gods, again ſoon may he come, . 
(Ifondly pray'd) but to my ruin foon. 


The-Gods my wiſhes do ſucceſsful make, ' 


But all, alas / forthat curſt Strumpets ſake, 
My Pray'rs into another's Arms have brought 
you back. 


— > Cs 


OENONE wP ARIS. at 


| — 


- A vaſt high Rock-there is, whoſe craggy ſides 
| Suſtain the fury. of incroaching Tides. 

' Your. Sails hence ſpy;d I hardly-cou'd delay, 
Plung'd in the deep, to meet; you by the way ; | 


| When one | ſaw; while a ſhort pauſe I made, 


| Upon the Deck in glorious Purple clad : | 
| Gods! How I ſhook! Fear did my Soul polkſs 
| Vith horror to behold th unuſual dreſs, 


| As nearer to the ſhore: your Veſſel came, 


| ſpy'd, O blaſting fight! The charming Dame;z/ , 
+ Nay more, ——her wanton head (into the Sea 
Why leapt I not?) upon your Boſom lay. 

Twas thenl beat my Breaft,. and tore my Hair, 


1 ' With all the fymptomes of a deep deſpair. 


- ThINd the Air with my diftraQted crys, 


' And 7das Mount refounded with the Noiſe. 
' Thence with dire imprecations I remov'd 
Unto'thoſe conſcious Caves, where once we lov'd. 
Hear me, ye Gods! may the curſt Zeleu be 

As wretched full as ſhe has reader's me ; 


May 
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May ſhe complain of falſe and broken Vows, ' 
And pine, like me, for a regardleſs Spouſe. 
Now they do charm, who from their Husbands fly, 
And the wide Ocean plow, 'to follow*thee;  * 
When a poor Shepherd, a ſmall-Flock you fed, 
Then I, and'only 1, vouchſaf'd tmy bed. | 
Nor think I fue to be in Courts ador'd, | | 
And own'dghe Daughter of all 4fa's Lord; | i 
Tho' your great Parents need not be aſham'd, : 
When 'mongſt their many Children Tam nam'd: 1,7 
A Scepter wou'd not ill become this hand, | b [ 


So much I wiſh and merit to command. L 
Deſpiſe me not,' becauſe with you T'lay, f 
And paſs'd; on newfall'n leaves the well ſpent day of B 
For thy OEnone's 'worthy of a bed, _V 
Not with Green leaves but gaudy Purple ſpread. A 
Safe you may-ſleep and harmleſs in' my Arms, '' | A 


Your joys uninterrupted” with alarms ; = 


- But with my Rival thus'you muſt” not live, 5 H 
For Greece in'Arms demands the fugitive. - 


Rvin is all the dowry ſhe can give! 


Ask 
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* Ask your grave-Friends, with ,piercing wiſdom 
Z £ fraught, - 
I Whom many Years have much experience caught, 
 Ask-Sage: Antemor, 2nd your aged Sire, 

If ſhe's to be reſtord. whom they require: . 


J Baſe.man ! your-Country for her ſake deſtroy d, 


| Shame's on your-part, and Juſtice on their fade. 

Or. can- you think that ſhe will conſtant prove, 

Who was ſo ealily intic'd to love / | 

| When once debauch' 'd, our Sex for ever bura | 

Io lawleſs fires; Vertue knows no return :; 

; Diſhonour never giyes 2 ſecond blow ; ; 

And once a Whore the will ever be fo. 

But, her firm love that {cruple has. remov'd, | 

| Vain man! ev n thns 4trides once ſhe lov'd, | 

; Alone; he; lies poor cred' lous, Cuckold now! 

And does deplore what you c rewhile muſt do. 
Fool that he was to think ſhe cou'd be true / 

Happy Andromache ! who juſtly art E 

Polleled of a firm and Loyal heart / 
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A'Fiith like'Hidts thou haſt beheld in me, 

And Hettor's'Vertue ſhou'd have thin'din thee; 
Bat thou art lighter than the fapleſs Leaf, * I} 
Of which the Attuinin blaſts the" Trees bereave; |/ 
Or than the ſtalks of the well ripch's Wheat® | |'# 
Made the Winds _ by __ Thi $ «puede heat. G 


rj TF7 


When the ſtrong God poſſeſs dike fivicus Maid i S 


- OEnone ceaſe to plow up fruilfels Lands," ou } 9 
And ſow the Seed upon the barren Sands. of 
The Grecian Heifer comes whs teaps thy joys, of B 
The bane of pc roy, and Priam' Fancieht Houſe,” Ti 


She comes! forbid it Heal? nt Ard fr in the deep. ; | 

Now, Now ye Gd ſink down'the guitry Ship Th 
Now is the time to plunge i It in the Flood, *** 
It brings deſtrudtion, "and is fraught with blood; Þ Pur 
She ſaid: Her People ſnateh'd her from my view;* | 4c 
As through the Woods full of the God ſhe flew;* | Tha 


Too true ſhe ſpoke! my joys hat Heifer proves, n | toy 


Does in my Groves and Flowry Meadows moye, 
And all the pleaſant paſtures of my love, 


Fair 


F Fair tho' ſhe be, your Helen is x Whore, 
3 Whom each new face draws from her Native ſhore; 
#. With Theſeus thus the falſe inconſtant fied ; 
- Bur be untouch'd'reſtor'd the ſpotleſs Maid. 


"hs Veins with youthful'blood and 'vigor fill'd 
| ” ALover too ! could he his joysforbear 2 "vy 
| And ia poſſeſſion of his'Heav't deſpair 2 
' Miſcal not thus her ready flight'a Rape, £ 
| Her wicked ſelf contriv'd the wiſh'd eſcape.” - 


| And that curſt face for which 1 was diſgrac'd. 
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4 Ab who can Faith to the forg d' Story yield > 


But 7, "Falſe as you are,” have kept 'my Vows, -© 


Tho' your example Would my Ctitties'excule. 
Long time T liv'd a Tenanr of the-Groves, 
The common object of the Satyr's'Loves, 


' Me, Faunus too; who ore the Mountains fled, 


Purſu'd, with Leafy Chaplets on his head ; 

And Phebus, who, but with much force, obtains 
That bliſs for which the reſt in vain complain'd. - 
| tore my hair, while my ſoft Limbs'he preſt, 
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No ſordid recotnpence of wealth I ſought, | 
That Creature's mean whoſe love is to be bought, - 
But me the grateful God with knowledge ſtor'd, | 
And the ſame Gitts for which himſelf's ador'd. 
For no one Plant the fertile'earth does yield, 

| But in its Vertues I am amply skill'd, 


(prove, 4 
| Wretch! of. what uſe does thy yain knowledge | 


| No drug, alas! can cure the wounds of Love. 
Not Phabus's ſelf the Author of our Art 
Cou'd in this caſe guard his Immortal Heart ; 


Nought or from. Earth, or Heaven can cure my 
(wound, 


+ 


In thee. alone muſt my relief be found, 
My Paris can, .and he muſt. pity- ſhow, 
To her who merits. all he can beſtow ; 


For Fam, yours, with you of old did pals, 
| In childiſh innocence my Infant days; . 
And-1.beſeech-you Gods to fix; my doom, - :-: 
And give that bleſſing to the- time to come. / 


' Soin his arms to whom-my. Youth Llent,.,,, ..-- || 
Shall the rean4ins of my bleſt lite be ſpent, .. | 
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PARAPHRASE 


On the Foregoing 


| SEISTEE 
|[OENONE 
| PARIS. 


! Mrs. 4. BEHN. 


O thee, dear Pars, Lordof my Deſires, 


| | Once tender Partner of my ſofteſt Fires ; 
To thee I write, mine, whilſt a Shepherds Swain, 


| But now'a Prince, that Title you diſdain, 
H Of 
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Oh fatal Pomp, that cou'd ſo ſoon divide 

What Loye, agd a} our Vows fo firmly ty'd ! 

What God, our Loves induſtrious to prevent, 

Curſt thee with power, and ruind my Content ? 

Greatneſs, which dogs-at beſt but ill agree 

With Love, ſuchdiſtance ſets 'twixt Thee and Me. 

Whilſt Thou a Prince, and I a Shepherdeſs, 

My raging Paſſion can have no redreſs. 

Wou'd God, when firſt I ſaw thee, thou hadit been 

- This Great, this Cruel, Celebrated thing. 

That without hope I might have gaz'd and bow'd, 

And mixt my adoration with the Crow'd ; 

Unwounded then I had eſcap'd thoſe Eyes, 

| Thoſe lovely Authors of my Miſeries. 

,Not that leſs Charms their fatal pow'r hath dreſt, 

But fear and awe my Love had then ſuppreſt - 

My unambitious Heart no Flame had known, 

But what Devotion pays to Gods alone. 

I might have wonder'd, and have wiſht that He, 

Whom Heaven ſhou'd make me love, might look 
like thee. More 


' More in a filly. Nymph had been a fin, 

| This had the height of my Preſumption been, 
But thou a Flock did'ſt feed on /da's Plain, 
And hadſt no Title, but: The lovely Swaiw. 

* A Title! which more Virgin Hearts has won, 
Than that of being own'd King Priaw's Son. 
Whilſt me a harmleſs Neighbouring Cottager 
You ſaw, and did above the reſt prefer 

You ſaw ! and at firſt fight you lov'd me too, 


Cy 


ore 
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\Nor cou d I hide the wounds receiv'd from you. 
Me all the Village Herdſmen ſtrove to gain, 

for me the Shepherds figh'd and ſu'd in vain, 
Thou hadſt my heart, and they my cold diſdain. 
Not all rheir Offerings, Garlands, and firſt born 
Of their lov'd Ewes, cou'd bribe my Native ſcorn; 
My Love, like hidden Treaſure long conceal'd, 

| Coud only, where 'cwas deſtin'd, be reveal'd. 
And yet how.long my Maiden bluſhes ſtrove 
Not to betray the eaſie new*born Love. 


H 2 
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But at thy ſight the kindling fire wou'd riſe, 
And 1, unskill'd, declare it at my eyes. 
But oh the Joy / the mighty. Ecſtaſie 
Poſſeſt thy Soul at this Diſcovery. - 

| Speechleſs, and panting at my feet you lay, 


And. ſhort breath'd ſighs told what you cou'd not 
A thouſand times my hand with kiſſes preſt, 
And look'd ſuch Darts, as none cou'd e're reſiſt, | 


Silent we gazd and as my Eyes met thine, 


You ſaw the fears my kind diſorders ſhows, 


And broke your Silence with a thouſand Vows! 
Heavens, how you ſwore by ev'ry Pow'r Divine! F 


You wou'd be ever true! be ever mine / 


Each God, a facred witneſs. you invoke, ps | 
And wiſh'd their Curſe, when e're thoſe Vows you 
Quick to my Heart the perjur'd Accents ran, | 
Which I took in, believ'd, and was undone. | 

Vows are Loves poyſon'd Arrows, and the & 


So wounded, rarely finds a Cure in Art. 


(mine! 
New Joy filld theirs, new Love and ſhame fill 


—— 


i 


(fay 


— 
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At At leaſt this heart which Fate has deſtin'd yours, 
| This heart unpraQtis'd in Loves myſtick pow rs, 
For I am ſoft, and young, as 4pril Flowers: 
| Now uncontroul'd we meet, uncheck'd improve 
| Exch happier Minute in new Joys of Love! .. 


Soft were our hours / and laviſhly the Day 
Ne gave entirely up to Love and Play. 


' And ſeated. on ſome ſhaded flowry bed, -.... 


p hy Watch'd the united wantons as: they fed. 
And all the day my liſtning Soul I buog, ..., .. 

F Upon the charming Muſick. of-thy Tongue,: : q 
Y | And never thought the bleſſed, hours too/long; | 
| No Swain, -no God like thee cou'd ever- move, 

| Or had fo ſoft an Arr in whiſpering Love, | $ 
ke, | No wonder that-thou werr ally'd to Fover +11, 
b-- -And when you pip'd or ſung,” or danc'd,” or. ſpoke, 

' The God appear in every Grace, and Look. 
ſr Pride of the Swains, and Glory of the Shades, * 


H 3 


| Oft to the cooling Groves, our Flocks. we led 


; 


'C 

Y 
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| The Grief, and Joy of all the Love-ſick Maids. 
Thus 
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Thus whilſt all hearts you rul'd without Controul, 


I reign'd the abſolute Monarch of your Sonl. 


Each Beach my Name yet bears,carv'd out by thee, 


Paris, and his OEnoxe fill each Tree; 

And as they grow, the Letters larger ſpread, 

Grow Rill a witneſs of my wrongs when dead ! 
Cloſe by a ſilent filver Brook there grows 

A Poplar, under whoſe dear gloomy Boughs 

A/thonſand times we have exchang'd our Vows! 


Oh may'{t thou grow/ to anendleſs date of years / | 


Who on thy Bark-this fatal Record bears ; 
When Paris to OEnone proves untrue, 
Back Xanthus Streams ſhall to their Fountains flow. 
Turn {turn your Tide? back to your Fountains run! 
The perjur'd Swain from all his Fath'is gone / 

' Curſt be that day, 'may Fate point out the hour 
As Ominous in his black Kalender; 
When Yenus, 'Pallas, and the Wife of Jove 
Deſcended to thee in the Mirtle Grove, 
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In ſhining Chariots drawn by winged Clouds: 
Naked they came, no Veil their Beauty ſhrouds; 
But every Charm, and Grace expos'd to view, 

' Left Heav'n to be furvey'd and judgd by you. 

 Tobribethy voice, Jaw wou'd Crowns beſtow, 

 Pallas more\gratefully wou'd drefs thy Brow 

} | With wreaths of wit ! Venus propos'd the choice 

Of all the faireſt Greeks !: and -had thy Voice. (pile, 

Crowns, atd more glorious wreaths thou didft de- 

And promis'd Beauty more than Empire prize! 
This when you told, Gods! what a killing feat 
Did over all my ſhivering Limbs appear ? 

| 'And 1 preſagd ſome ominous Change was near / 

n! | The bluſhes left my Cheeks, from every pitt 

The blood ran ſwift to guard my fainting heater. 

r | Youin my Eyes the glimmeriog Light perceiv'd 

Of parting Life, and on my pale Lips bteath'd 
Such Vows, as all my Terrours unideceiy'd. 

| But ſoon the envying Gods diſturb'd our Joys, 

In | Declare thee great / and all my bliſs deſtroys 

H 4 And 
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| Add-on the been is Anchor'd in the Bay: 
. That muſt to-7roy the. Glorious Youth: convey, 


Heavens! how you look'd ? and' what a God-like 
At their firſt Homage beautify'd your face / (Graee 
Yet this no wonder, -or amazement brought, 
Youtill a Monarch were in Soul and-thought / 
Nor cou'd I tell which moſt the ſight augments, 
Your Joysof Pow'r,' or parting diſcontents. 

You kiſt the tears which down my Cheeks did glide, 
And mingled yours with the ſoft falling tide, 
And,'twixt your fighs a thouſand times you faid, 
.Ceaſe my QEnone'/:ceafe my Charming: Maid / 

{Tf Par's lives his Native: Froy ito:\ſee, 

My lovely Nymph, thay, ſhalt a Prindeſs te ! 

But my, Prophetickifear no faith allows, 

My breaking heart reſiſted all thy Vows. 

Ah muſt. we part, I cry d / thoſe killing words 

No further Language to my Grief affords.. 
Trembling, I fell upon thy panting breaſt, 
Which was with <qual Love, and Grief oppreſt, ; 


Whilſt ſighs and looks, all dying, ſpoke the reſt. 
Abou 


(C 
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About thy neck.coy feeble arms. traſh 


Not Yines, not /uy circle Elms (o faſt. : 
To ſtay, what dear excuſes didſi.ghou frame,..; | 
And fancied tempeſts when.the Seas were cal. 


How oft the winds contrary feign'd/to be, 


When they, alas,. was only foro, me! 
How oft *new. Vows of laſting Faith you ſwore, 1A 
And *twixt your, Kiſſes all the old run ore. 

But now. the wiſely Grave, who Loye deſpiſe, 


(Themſelves paſt hope) do bufily adviſe, 


Fhifper Renowg, .and Glory in, thy Ear, 4. 


language which, Lovers fright, and;Swains.ne're 


| for7roychey cry! hele Shepherds. weeds lay dowp 
Change Crooks for Scepters! Garlandsfor a Crowp/ 


'Bur ſure that. Crown does far, leſs. cafie, lit, AT” 
'Than Wreaths of F low rs, leſs innocent and ſweet, 
Nor can. thy; Beds pt;State. ſo. gratetul be, © 
Asthoſe of Moſs, .and new fal'n, Leaves with me ! 

} Now tow rds the Beach we g9, and all the way | 
The Groves, the. Fern, dark Woods, and Springs 
:(urvey ; : That 
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That were fo often conſcious to the Rites 
Of facred Love, in our dear ſtol'n Delights. 
With eyes all languiſhing, cach place you view, 
And fighing cry'd, Aden, dear Shades, adieu) 
Then 'twas thy Soul een doubted which to days 
Refuſe a Crown, or thoſe dear Shades forego! 
Glory and Love / thegreat diſpute purſu'd, 
But the falſe Idol ſoon the God ſubdu'd. 

And now on board you go, and all the Sails 
Are looſned, to receive the flying Gales. 


Beheld thee ſighing on the Deck toſtand, 
Waſting a thouſand Kiſſes from thy Hand. 
And whilſt T con'd the leſſening Veſſel ſee, 
I gaz'd, and ſent a thouſand Sighs to thee / 
And all the Sea-born Nereids implore 
Quickto retarn thee to our Ruſtick ſhore. 


Whilſt I half dead on the forſaken Strand, | 1 


Silent, and fad as Death, about I rove, 


Now like a Ghoſt I'glide throvghev'ry Grove, ; | 
And viſit all our Treaſuries of Love / 


This 


hs 


-|* Upon the Deck a Canopy was ſpread 
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This Shade th' account of thouſand Joys does hide, 


As many more this murmuriog Rivers ſide, 
Where the dear Graſs, as facred, does retain 


+ The print, where thee an I fo oft have lain. 


Upon this Oak thy Pipe, and Garlands plac'd, 
That Sycamore is with thy Sheep-hook grac'd, 
Here feed thy Flocks, once lov'd, though now thy 
Like me forſaken, and like me forlorn ! (ova : 
A Rock there is, from whence I cou'd furvey 


From far the blewiſh Shore, and diſtant Sea, 


| Vhoſe hanging top with toyl I climb each day, - 


| With greedy View the proſpe& I run ore, 

| To ſee what wiſh'd for ſhips approach our ſhore. 
One day all hopeleſs on its point I ſtood, | 
| And ſaw a Veſlel bounding oe the, Flood, 

And as it nearer dzew, I cou'd diſcern 

Rich Purple Sails, Silk Cords, and Golden Stern, 


Of Antick work in gold and filver made, | play's. 
Which mix'd with Sun-beams dazling Light dif- | 
But 
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'But'oh ! bencath'this glorious 'Scene of State - 
| (Curſt be the fight) a faral Beaury fate, 
And fondly you were on her boſom lay d, 
' Whilſt with your perjur'd Lips her fingers play'd; 
Wantonly curl'd and dally'd with that hair, 
of which, as ſacred Charms, I Bracelets were. 
'Oh, / hadft thou ſeen me then in that mad ſtate, 
So ruin'd, fo deſign? d for Death and Fate, 
Fix 'd on a Rock, whoſe horrid Precipice 
I hollow Murtnurs wars with angry ſeas ; 
| Whilſt the bleak winds aloft my Garments bear, 
Ruffling my carcleſs and diſhevel'd hair, 5 
I look'd like the fad* ſtatue of Deſpair. 
With out-ſtretch' :| voice I. cry 9, and all around” 
The Rocks and Hills 'my dire Eoimplaints reſound.” 
I rend my Garments, tear my flattering Face, 
Whoſe falſe defuding Charms my ruine was. 
Mad as the Seas in ſtorms, I breath deſpair, 
Or Winds let looſe in unreſiſting air, 


Raging | 


ng | 
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Raging and frantick chrough the Woods I fly 


And Paris / lovely, faithleſs, Paris ; cry. 
But when the Echo's ſound thy Name again, 


| [change to new variety of Pain. 


For that dear Name ſuch tenderneſs-infpires, 
As turns all Paſſion to Loves ſofter fires : 


With tears I fall to kind Complaints again; 


$ tempeſts are allay'd by ſhow'rs-of Rain. 
Say, lovely Youth, why woud'ſt thou thus betray 

My eafie Faith, and lead my heart aſtray » = 

It might ſome humble Shepherds choice have been, 

HadTthat tongue ne're heard, thoſe eyes nere ſeen. 

And in ſome homely Cott, in low repoſe, 


| Ly d undiſturb'd with broken Vows and Oaths : 


All day by ſhaded Springs my Flocks have kept, 
And in ſome honeſt Arms at night have ſlept. 


1 Then unupbraided with my wrongs thou'dſt been 
| Safcin'the Joys of the fair Grecian Queen : 


What Stars do rule the Great > No ſooner you | 


became a Prince, but you were perjur'd too. 


Are 
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Are Crowns and Falſhoods then confiſtent things? 
And muſt they all be faithle(s who are Kings? 
The Gods be prais'd that I was humbly born, 
Even tho' it renders me my Paris ſcorn. 

And I had rather this way wretched prove, 
Than be a Queen and faithlefs in my Love. 

Not my fair Rival wou'd I wiſh to be, 

' To come prophan'd by others Joys to thee. 

A ſpotleſs Maid into thy Arms I brought, 
Uatouch'd in Fame, ev'n Innocent in thought. 
Whilſt ſhe with Love has treated many a Gueſt, T 
And brings thee but the leavings of a Feaſt: 
With Theſeus from her Country made Eſcape, 


Whilt ſhe miſcall'd the willing Flight, « Rape. | © 
So now from Atreus Son, with thee is fled, 3 
And ftill the Rape hides the Adulrrous Deed. | * 
And is it thus Great Ladies keep intire | y 
"That Virtue they ſo boaſt, and you admire ? i 
0 


Is this a trick of Courts, can Raviſhment 
Serve for a poor Evaſion of Conſent 2 | 
Hard 
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Hard ſhift to faye that Honour priz'd fo high, 
Whilſt the mean Frayd's the greater Infamy: 
How much more happy are we Rural Maids, 
"Who know na other Pallaces than Shades 2 
Who want no Titlesto inſlave the Crowd, 
Leſt they ſhou'd babble all our Crimes aloud. 
No Arts our Good to ſhow, our Ills to hide, 
| Nor know to cover faults of Love with Pride. 
[lov'd, and all Love Dictates did purſue, 
And never thought it cou'd be fin with you. 
To Gods, and Men, I did my Love proclaim ; 
| For one ſoft hour withthee, my charming Swain, 
_ | Fou'd Recoſhpencean Age to come of ſhame, 
Loud it as well but fatisfie my F ame. 
But oh:thoſe tender hours are fled and loſt, 
[ andI no more of Fame, or thee can boaſt ! 
\ Twas thou wert Honour, Glory, all to me: 


"Till Swains had leara'd the Vice of Perjury, 
Noyielding Maids were charg'd with Infamy. 


Tis 
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Tis falls OTE IN [Vows nike Love'a in 


*  Hadftthbu'beviitiiis, 'we ihtidcett had been. 


But thou leſs fdith than Autumn leaves doſt ſhow, 
Which ev'ry blaſt bears fromtheir native bough. / 
Leſs weight, leſs conſtancy; in thee-is born- 
Than-in the ſlender mildew'd Ears of Corn. (Hair 
 Oft- when yon 'Garlands wove to deck a 


Where myſtick Pinks, and Dazies mingled were, X 


You ſwore 'twas fitter Diadems to bear: 

And when with eager Kiſſes preſt my hand, 

Have faid, Zow well a Scepter 'twou'd Command! | 
And if I danc'd, upon the flow'ry Green, 

With charming, wiſhing eyes furvey thy Miene, 
And cry ! the Gods defign'd thee for a Queen! 

Why then for Helen doſt thou me forſake? 

Can a poor empty Name ſuch difference make ? 

Beſides, if Love can be a fin, thine's one, 

Since Helen does to Menelaus belong. 

Be Juſt, reſtore her. back, ſhe's. none of thine, ' 

And, charming Paris, thou art only mane. 


'Ts 
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Is no ambitious fame thar makes me ſue 
| To be again belov'd, #ndbleſt with. you ; 
| No vain deſire of being ally'd t'a King, * | | 
f | Love-is the only Dowry:I can bring, 
- And tender Love is all1 ask again. 
| Fhilſt on her dang rous ſmiles fierce war muſt wait 
ith fire:and vengeance at your Palace gate, 
\- Rouze your ſoft ſlumbers with their rough Alarms, 
And rudely ſnatch you from her faithle(s Arms: 
{ Turn then fair Fugitive, ee * tis tqo late, | 
| | Fre thy miſtaken Love procures thy fate; 
Fren wrong'd Husband does thy Death deſign, 
1 partes cher dear, that faithleſs heart of thine: 


PARTS: 
HELEN? 


Mr. RICHARD DI 4 
"The ARGUMENT,, | 45 


Pa ris, having ſail d to Sparta for the obtaining «| 
Helen, whom Venus had promiſed him as the 
reward. of bis adjudging, rhe prize of 'Beauty 6 
ber, was nobly there entertam'd by Menelaus, | 
Helen's. Husband ; but he being call d away tt. 


'Crete, [70 take polefion of what war Lf im by 
his | Grand-father Atreus, commends his Gut | | 
to the care of his Wife, In bis ebfice Paris} 
' Courts her, and writes to her the ey 


"WEE: \ 
LL health, fair Nymph, thy Pares fends tc 

/ A Tho You,and only Y-ou,can glve it me® i 
Shall I then ſpeak ? or. is it needleſs growl I. kh 
Totell a Paſion that it ſelf has ſhewp 2 [1 


pos [L 


SeoA {LE mas, and rho car blame He Boy 
Lat in yo Bright a Fame conrumd her Troy 


.e 
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} Do's not my Love it (elf £00 Open lay, 

]© And all I think jo all I do betray 

4 If not, oh / may. it till in ſecret lie, 

|. Till time with our kind wiſhes ſhall comply, 

Till all our joys may ta us come ſincere, 

: | Nor loſe their pfice by the allay of fear, 

I vaia I ftrive ;+who can: that fire conceal, 

| Which do's it ſelf by its own Light reveal? 

- {] Batif you needs wou'd hear my trembling tongue 

1 Speak what my aRtions have declar'd fo long, 

; | ' ILove; you've there the word that do's impart 

| | The rrueſt Meſſage from my bleeding heart. 

| Forgive me, Madam; that { thus confefs 

þ To you, my fair Phy fician, my Diſcaſe; /-- | 

1 | And with ſuch looks this ſuppliant Paper grace, - 

| Ang belt become the Beauties of that face. 

T May that ſmooth brow og angry wrinkle wear, 

'Þ But be your looks as kind as they are fair, 

| Some pleaſure 'tis to think theſe Lines {hall find - 

1 An Entertainment at your hands fo Kind, | 
I 2 Fox 
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For hs cakes ps that I roo may, 
Receiv'd by you; as happy be as they. 

Ah/ may char hope be true / nor T complain 
That. Fenus promis'd you to me in vain. 

For know, leſt you through ignorance offend 


The Gods,./tis Heaven that me'does hither fend. 


None. of .the\meaneſt' of the Powers Divine 
| Thar firſt inſpir'8, till favours my defign. 
Great'is the prize I ſeek, T muſt confeſs, a 
But'neither'is my due/or merit leſs : 

V tnus. tas promis'd ſhe wou'd you akign, 
Fair us her ſelf, tobe for ever mine. 
Guided by her, **my 7roy I left for thee, 
Nor fear'd the dangers of the Faithleſs Sea. 
She with a kind and! an auſpicious gale _ 


Drove the good Ship, and ftretch'd out ev'ry fail. 
For the who ſprung'out of the teeming deep, 
Still o're the main do's her wide Empire keep. 


Scill may ſhe keep it,” and as ſhe with eaſe 
Allays the wrath of the moſt angry Seas, 
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| So may ſhe give my Rtormy mind ſome reſt, 
and calm the raging tempeſt of my breaſt, 
And bring home all my Gghs and all my vows 
To.their wiſh'd harbour, and defir'd repoſe. 

| Hither my flames | brought,not found 'em here, 
| imy whole courſe by their kind light did ſteer : 
for I by no miſtake or ſtorm'was toſt 
| bgainſt my will upon this happy Coaſt. 

'Noras a Merchant did [ plow the Main 

To venture Life, like fordid Fools, for gain. 

No; may the Gods preferve my preſent ſtore, 
And only give me you to make it more. 


| Nor to admire the place came I fo far ;- 
[have Towns richer than your Cities are. 
4 Tis you 1 ſeek, to me from Yexus due, 
il.” | You were my wiſh, before your Charms 1 knew. 
41 Bright Images of you my mind did draw 
Long e're my eyes the lovely Obje& ſaw. 
| Nor wonder that with the ſwift winged'dart, 
At ſuch a diſtance you coud wound my heart : 
I 3 IQ 
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So Fate. ordain'd; and-leſt you fight with Fate, 
Hear and believe the truth I ſhall relate : 

| Now im'my Mother's Womb ſhut up I lay, 
Her fatal burthea longing for the day, 
When ſhe in « myſterious Dream was told, 
Her teeming Womb & burning Torch did hold ; 
Frighted ſhe riſes, and her Viſion ſhe 
To Priam tells, and. to his Prophets he ; 
They ſing that I all-7roy ſhou'd ſet on fire, 
But ſure Fate meant the Flames of my deſire. 


. . For fear of this among the Swains expos'd, 


My native greatneſs every thing diſclos'd. 
Beauty, and ſtrength, and courage Joyn'd in one, 
Through all diſguiſe ſpoke me a Monarch's Son. 
A place there 1s 1n Ida's thickeſt Grove 5 
With Oaks and Fir- trees ſhaded all above, 
The graſs here grows untoucht by bleating flocks, 
Or Mountain Goat, or the laborious Ox. | 


From hence 7roy's Tow'rs magnificence and pride, 
| _ neck an ue On, py M 


6" 


When 


- ou ” 
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When ſtraight methoughc I heard the rrembling 


With the ſtrange noiſe of ——_—_ "” reſound. 


* His Golden Rad ſhone in his facred hand : 


' With an unuſual fear I ſtood amaz'd, _ 
* Till thus the God my ſinking Courage rais'd ; 


Contending Goddeſſes appeal to you, 


' And every one with curious eyes ſurvey, 
| Each of 'em merited the ViRtory, 

And I their doubtful J udge was griev'd to ſee, 
- That one myſt have it, when deſerv'd by three, 
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In the ſame inſtant Jove's great Meſſenger, 
On all his Wings born through the yieldiog Air, 
Lighting before my wondring Eyes did ſtand, 


With him three charming Goddeſſes there came, 
Juno, and Pa/las, and the Cyprian Dame, 
Fear not ; Thou are Jove's ſubſtitute below, 


The prize of heavenly beauty to beſtow ; 


Decide their ftrife 5 He ſpake, and yp he- flew. 
Then bolder grown, I throw my fears away, 


I 4 But 
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' But yet thar one there was'which moſt prevail', 
And with more pow'rful Charms my heart afſail'd, 
Ah! wou'd you know who thus my breaſt cou'd 
move? | | 
Who cou'd it be but the fair Queen of Love 2 
With mighty bribes they all for Conqueſt ſtrive, 
Juno will Empires, Pallas Valour give, 
Whilſt I ſtand doubting which I ſhou'd prefer, 


| 

| 
Empire's ſoft eaſe, or glorious toils of War ; | 
But Yexus gently ſmil'd, and thus ſhe ſpake, 
They're dangerbus gifts, O do not, do not take! 
T'll make Thee Love's immortal pleaſures know, | 
And Joys that in full tides for ever flow. K 
' Por, if you Fudge the Conqueſt to be mine, W 
Fair Leda's fairer Daughter ſhall be*thine. At 
© She ſpake; and I gave her the Conqueſt due, Tt 
' Both to her beauty, and her gift of you. | 
Mean while (my angry Stars more gentle grown) | Fro 

I am acknowladg'd Royal Priam's Son, 


yn) 


- All the glad Court, all 7roy does celebrate, 
With 2 new Feſtival, my change of Fare. 


| That beſt was fit to cut the yielding Sea, 
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And as Tnow languiſh and die for thee, - 

$o did the Beauties of all 7; roy for me, 

You in full pow over a heart doreign, 

for which a thouſand Virgins fighd in vain : 
Nor did Queens only fly to my imbrace, 

But Nymphs of form divine, and heavenly race: 
| all their loves with cold diſgain repreſt, 

Fince hopes of you firlt fir'd my longing breaſt. 
Your charming form all day my fancy drew, 
and when night came, my dreams were all of you. 
Nhat pleaſures then muſt you your ſelf impart, 
Whoſe ſhadows only ſo ſurpriz'd my. heart 2 

And oh ! how did { burn approaching nigh'r, 
That was fo ſcorch'd by fo remote a fire ! 

\ For now no longer cou'd my hopes refrain 


From ſeeking their with's ObjeR through the main. 


Tfell the ſtately Pine, and every Tree 
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Fetch'd 


... And da naked tothe winds I leave, 
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Fetch'd from Gargarias Hills, tall Firs 1 cleave, * 


' Stiff OaksI bend, and ſolid Planks I forni, 
And every Ship with well-knit ribs I arm. 


To the tall Maſt I Sails and Streamers joyn, _ | 


And the gay Poops with painted Gods do ſhink, 


With little Cupid ſmiling 19 her hand, 
Guide of the way ſhe did her ſelf command. 


But on my Ship does only Yenus ſtand | 


My Fleetthus rigg'd, and all my thoughts on thee, | 


E loog to ploy the vaſt Agean Sea, 
My anxious Parents my deſires withſtand, 

And both with pious tears my ſtay command : 
Caſſandra too, with looſe diſheveld hair, 
Juſt as our haſty Ships to fail prepare, 
Full of Prophetick fury cries aloud, 

O whither feers ” yy. Brother through the flood ? 
Little, ah ! little deſt thou know or heed 

To what a raging fire theſe waters lead. 


e 
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True were her fears, and in my breaſt I feel 
| The ſcorching flames her fury did forerel. 
| Yet out I fail, and favour by the wind, 

On your bleſt Shore my wiſh'd for Haven find; 
- | Your Husband then,ſo Heav'n,kind Heav'n ordains? 
| ſa his own Houſe his Rival entertains. * | 
| Shews me whate're in Sparta does delight 


| The curious Travellers enquiring fight : 
''s But 1, who only long'd to gaze on you, 
5 | Coud taſte no pleaſure in the idle ſhew. 
But at thy ſight; ob! where was then my heart! 
| Qut from my breaſt i it gave a ſudden ſtart, 
Sprung forth, and met half way the fatal dart. 

Such or leſs charming was the Queen of Love, 
| When with her Rival Goddeſſes ſhe ſtrove. 

- But, Faireſt, hadſi thou come among the three, 
Even he the prize muſt have reſign'd to thee. . 
1 Your Beauty is the only Theme. of Fame, 
And ul the Weld ſounds with fair Helen's name; 


dey 
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Nor lives there ſhe whotn pride' it ſelf can raiſe 
To claim with you an equal ſhare of praiſe ; 
Dol ſpeak falſe? rather report do's fo, | 
Detrating from you in a praiſe too low. 

More here I find than that cou'd ever tell, 

So much your beauty does your fame excell. 
Well then might Theſeus, he who all-things knew, 
Think none was worthy of his Theft but you; 
I this bold theft admire: but wonder more 

He ever wou'd ſo dear a prize reſtore : a Os 
Ah! wou'd theſe hands have ever let you go? 
Or cou'd-I live and be divorc'd from you? | 
No ; ſooner [with life it ſelf -cou'd: part, 

. Than ere ſee you torn from my bleeding hearr. 
But cou'd I do as he, and give you back, ' 

Yet ſure ſome taſte of Love I firſt wou'd take, 
Wou'd firſt in all your blooming excellence 

And Virgins ſweets feaſt my luxurious ſenſe ; 

Or if you wou'd-not let” that treaſure go, 

Kiſſes at leaſt you ſhou'd, you woy'd beſtow, 
Artet me ſmell the flow'r as it did grow. 


Come 


oo, 


{ 1 uni, as'well as you, of Heavenly race, - 
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Come then into my raging arms, and iy 
My laſting, .fix'd, Eternal conſtancy, 
Which never till. my funeral pile ſhall waſt ; 
. My preſent fire ſhall mingle with my laſt. .. 
Feepters and Crowns for you I did diſdain, ELL 
With which: great Juno tempted me in VA. | 

| And when bright Pallas did her bribes prepare, h 

One ſoft imbrace from you I/did prefer-.. $ 

| To Courage, ſitength, and allthe Pomp of War.) 
| Nor ſhall I everahiok my choice was. ill,;--: 
My judgmienr's ſettled, and approves it till: 
| Do you'but grant my Hopes imay-prove as true” * 
| As they wero plac'd: above all things but you. 


or will-my'Birth your mighty Line diſgrace, '/ * 
Pleias and Fove, our Noble Lineage: Head, ”. :-". 
And them a. race of God-like Kings ſucceed... 

Al Afa's Scepters to my Father bow, 
And half the ſpacious Eaſt his power allow; 


wag,” * 


There 
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There you' ſhall fee the Houſes rooft with Gold, I 
And Temples glorious as the Gods they hold. © 
Troy you ſhall"ſee, and divine Walls admire, 
Built to the Conſort of Apollo's Lyre. 

What need I the vaſt flood of people tell, 
That” qver its wide'banks does almoſt ſwell 
You ſhall gay Troops of Phrygian Matrons meet, | 
And 7rojay Wives ſhining in every" ſtreet. © If 
How often/then will you your ſelf confeſs - - * ff 
' The emptineſs and-poverty 'of 'Greece ? 
How often will you ſay, one Palace" there 
Contains more wealth thando whole Citieshere?'! || * 
I ſpeak not this your Sparta to diſgrace, ti | I! 


For whereſoe're your Life began its race 

| Muſtbe to me the' happieſt; deareſt place. 
Yet Spartd's' poor, and:you that ſhou'd be dreſt 
| In all the Riches of the ſhiing Eaft, 
Shou'd underſtand how ill that fordid place | ||+N 
- Suits with the beauty of your charming face. | | 


Twy| 
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S | | That face with coſtly dreſs and rich atnre 
iN | Should ſhine, and make the gazing world admire. 
| | When you the Habit of my Trojaxs ſee, 
\ | What, think ye, muſt that of their Laides be? 
If 0h! chen be kind, fair Spartan, nor diſdain 
|} A779an in your bed toentertain.. 
| He was a .Zrojay, and of aur great Lane, 
3E | That to the Gods does mix immortal Ns 
| Tithonus too,. whom: to her roſie þed 
| The Goddels. of the Morning bluſhing led.; 
/ | 50 was Anchiſes of our Trojan race, 
(| Vet Venus ſelf to his defir'd imbrace, 
\ I} Vith all her. train of. little Loves, did flic, 
] And in his arms learg'd tor a while to he. 
1 Þ Nor dol.think that Menelaus can, 
_ « valy with me, appear the greater Man. 
| Ime ſure my Father never made the Sun 
| With frighted Steeds from his dire banquet run : 
« No Grand-father of mine is ſtain'd with blood; 


| Orvith his Crime names the Myrtoan flood, 
Tiuj 


None 
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,None of -ourRace do's inthe Styg;a Lake 
Snatch at.thoſe Apples he wants pow'r to take, | 
But ſtay ; ſince you with ſuch a Husband:joyn, | | 
- Yout Father Fove is forc'd to grace his Line. | 

He(Gods!)a wretch unworthy of thoſe char, 
Do'sall the night lie melting in your arms, + - + | 
Do's every minute to new joys improve, - 

Arid riotsin the luſcious ſweets of Love. 

I but at Table'one ſhort view can gain, | 

And that too, only to increaſe my pain : 

O may ſuch Feaſts my worlt-of Foes attend, ' 
As often I at your ſpread Table find. | 
I loath my food when my' tormented eye 
Sees his ritdeHandin your foft boſom lic,  ' 
I burſt with envy when ' him behold® '- 
Your tender limbs in his looſe robe infold. 
When he your lips with melting kiſſes ſeal'd," | ; 
Before my eyes I the large goblerheld. 4 The 
When you with him in ſtri& embraces cleſe, 4= 
My hated meat to my dry'd Palat grows. © 
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* Oft have I ſigh'd, then ſigh'd again to ſee 

I That ſigh with ſcornful ſmiles repaid by thee. 
- Oft I with Wine wou'd quench my hot: deſire 
1 Io vain; for ſo [ added fire to fire. | 

\'} Ofc have I turn'd away my head in vain, 


' You ſtraight recall'd my longing eyes again. 
| What ſhall I do? your ſports with grief I ſee, 
/ | But 'tis 2 greater, not to look on Thee. 

\-| With all my art I ſtrive my flames to hide, 
| Bitthrough the thin diſguiſe they are deſcry'd, 
+ Toowell alas! my wounds to you are known, 
+4 And O that they were ſo to you alone ! 

| How oft turn I my weeping eyes away, 

*F Leſt he the cauſe ſhou'd ask, and [ betray ? 

0 | What tales of Love tell I when warm'd with Wine, 


*F To your dear face applying every line, 


'} ln borrow'd names I my own paſſion ſhew, 

} They the feign d Lovers are, but I che true. 
Sometimes more freedomi in diſcourſe to gain, 
"Jfor my excufeT drunkenneſs wou'd feign. 

; K Oncg 
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. Once | remember your. looſe. Garment fell, 

_ And did your, naked, ſwelling breaſts reveal, 
Breaſts; white as ſnaw, or the falſe down of Fove, + 
When to your Mother the kind Sway made Love [; p 
Whilſt with the ſight ſurpriz'd I gazing ſtand, -/ | 
The cup I held, dropt from my careleſs hand. + } 
It you your young Hermione but kiſs, | Fe : 
Straight fromher lips I ſnatch-the envy'd bliks al Þ 
Sometimes ſupinely laid, Love-fongs I fing, 2: \| 
And wafled kiſſes from. my. fingers fling. |, 'Þ | 


Your Women to.my aid I try. to move #64 
With all the pow'rfal Rhetorick of, Love, _ ; Þ x 


But they, alas | ſpeak nothing but deſpair, 
And in the midſt leave.my negleted Prayer. | Ir 
Oh: that by ſome great prize you might be wony” 'y 
- And your poſſeſſion mightthe Victor Crown: ; Fo 


As Pelops his Hippodamia won, | FT 
Then had you ſeen, what I for you had FIRE #ÞT; 
But now-l've nothing left to do but pray 7 Or 


| And my ſelf proſtrate at your feet to lay. 
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T7 O thou, thy Houſes Glory, brighter far 
| y | Than thy two ſhining Brothers friendly Star / 
 Þ Oviorthy of the bed of Heav'ns great King, 
: If ought fo fair but from himſelf cou'd ſpring / 
Either with thee I back to 7; roy will fly, 
- Or here a wretched baniſh d Lover die., 


4 With no flight wound my tender breaſt does ſary 


on + My bones and marrow feel the piercing dart ; 
' 4 1nd my Siſter true did Propheſie; 
'Þ 1with a heavenly dart ſhou'd wounded die; 
iÞ Deſpiſe. not then- a-Love by Heaven deſign'd, 
1 | $ may the Gods ſtill: to your Vows be kind. 
* Much Teou'd ſay, but what, will beſt be know 


a \ In your apartment when we are alone, 
Þ| You bluſh, and with a ſuperſtitious dread, 
F Fer to defile the Sacred Marriage Bed: 


+} Ab! Helen, can you then ſo ſimple be; 


| (hg think ſuch beauty can from laults. be free 3 
4or Change that face, or you muſt needs bz kind, 

x | feaury and Vertue ſeldom have been; joya'd. 
o} RK 2 | Toue 


———— 
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Fove and bright Venus do our thefts approve, 


| Such thefcs as theſe gave you your Father Fove, * 


And if in you ought of your Parents laſt, 
Can Fove arid” Leda's Daughter well be chaſt p-: 
Yet then be chaſt when we'to 7roy ſhall go; 
(For ſhe who ſins with one alone, is ſo ) 

But let us now enjoy that pleaſing ſin, 

Then Marry and be innocent agen. ; 
Ev'n your own Husband doth the ſame perfwade, . 'N 
Silent himſelf, yet all his aRions plead : * 
For me they plead, and he, good man, becauſe 
He'lt ſpoil no ſport, officiouſly withdraws. © _ 


Had he no other time to viſit Crete? "2 1 
Oh! How prodigious is a Husband's Wit! - Fo 
He went, andas he went, he cry'd, My Dear, th 

Inſtead of me, you of your Gueſt take care. . '0f 
But you forget your Lord's Command I fee, | 
. Nar take you any care of Loye or me. -- : I Yo 
And think you. ſuch a thing as he do's know: yy 
The treaſure that he holds in holding you? 


No, 
= " | 
- i; i 


* | You Theſeus, they Leucippus Daughter ſtole, 
J'1 be the fourth in the illuſtrious roll. 


1 
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] He darſt not truſt 'em in a ſtrangers arms. 


1 | Alone theſe tedious Winter nights you lie | 


"if neither his nor my requeſt can move, - 
' Were forc'd by Opportunity-to Love; 


I No, did he underſtand but half your charms, 


| We ſhou'd be fools, even greater fools than be, 


| Shou'd ſo ſecure a time unaQive be. 


F ln a cold widow'd bed, and fo do 1. 


# "let mutual j Joys, our willing bodies Joyn, 


| And i in their awful preſence ſeal my Love, 
Þ ther if my wiſhes may aſpire ſo high, 
I with our flight ſhall win you to comply ; 


{Þ ut if nice Honour little ſcruples frame, 


| The force I'll uſe ſhall vindicate your fame. 
.-} Of Theſeus and your Brothers I can learn, 


4 No precedents ſo nearly you concern, 


- 
» : 

No, ; 

—_ 
. p = - 
- : 
q 
. 
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| Thar happy night ſhall the mid-day our-ſhine. 
n will 1 ſwear by all the Powr's above; - 


Well 
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| Well man'd, well arm'd for you my Fleet do's ſtay,” E 


And waiting winds murmur at our delay. 
Through Troy s throng d ſtreets you ſhallin triumph Þ* 
Ador'd as ſome new Goddeſs here below. (89, 
Where e're you tread, Spices and Gums ſhall ſmoaky 
And Victims fall bencath.the fatal Croke. 
My Father, Mother, all the joy ful Court, 
All Zroy to you with preſents ſhall reſorc. 8- 
Alas / 'tis nothing what I yet have ſaid, .+Þ1 
What there you'll find, ſhall what I write exceed” | } 
Nor fear, leſt War purſue our haſty flight, \ 


And angry Greece ſhou'd all her force unite. TE 
What raviſh'd Maid did ever Wars regain 2 D 
Vain the attempt, and fear of it as/vain.. . 1.Þ 
The 7hracians Orithya ſtole from far, ..4 4 
Yet Thrace ne're heard the noiſe of following War, | Yo 


Jaſon too ſtole away the Colchian Maid, 1} No 
Yet Colchus did not Theſſaly invade. But 
He who ſtole you, ſtole Ariadne too, Anc 


Yet Minos did not with all Crete purſue. 


\ 
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- | rear in thefe caſes than the'danger's riot, Og 
* And when the threatning tetnpeſt orice is o're, 
" Our ſhame's then greater thin'vur fear before." 
| - But ſay. from Greece a threatned War puitfue, 
y | Know I have ſtrength and wourdding weapbtis 60.” 
| In Men and Horfe more tjumerons than G&/ece 
| Our Empire is, nor in its'tompaſs lefs. * © 
Nor do's your Husband Paris ought excel | 
In generouis courage or in Martial $kill, 
L | Ev'n but a Boy from my ſlain Foes 1 gdifi'd | 
My ſtolleh Herd,” and a new Name attain'd ; 
Evn then o'recome by me- I cou'd produce 
 Deiphobus and great 1lioneus. 
| Nor hand to hand more to be fear'd am I, 
Than i when from far my certain Arrows fy: 
Var, | You for his youth can no ſuch ations feign, 
©} Nor can he e're my envy 'd skill attain. 
But cou'd he, ZZefor's your ſecurity, 
And he alone an Army is to me: 


K 4 
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You know me not, nor the hid Proweſs:find ' 
- Of him that Heav'n has for your bed deſign'd. 
Either,no War from Greece ſhall follow ther, 

Or if it do's, ſhall be repell'd by me. 
Nor think I fear to fight for ſuch a Wife, 
That prize wou'd give the Coward's courage life, 4 
All after ages ſhall your Fame admire, - 4 þ 
If you alone {et the whole World on fire, 1 
To Sea, to Sea, while all the Gods are kind, 
And all I promike, you in 7roy ſhall.figd. 


("e191 


"HELEN 
Ip ARILIS 


By the Right Honourable the 


| 5ARL of MULGRAVE, 


AND 


Mr... DRYDE N. 


. y_ 
| Two "3.4 


The ARGUMENT 


Helen, having received the j Epiſtle from 
Fa ris, returns the following Anſwer : Wherein 
ſhe ſeems at firſt to chide him for his Preſumption 
in Writing, as he had. done, which could only pro- 
nd ceed from his low Opinion of her _WVertue ; w_ 
| owns ber' ſelf to be ſenſible of the Paſſion, which - 
he had expreſſed for her, tho ſhe much' ſuſpett his ] 
Conſtancy ;. and at laſt diſcovers her Inclinations 
| to be favourable to him, | The whole Letter ſhew- 
ng the extreans artifice of Woman-kind. 


Hen looſe Fpiſtles violate Chaſte Eyes, 
She half Conſents, who filently denies: 
bes How - 
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How dares ſtranger with deſigns {F vain, 
Marriage and Hoſpitable- Rights prophane > 
Was it for this, your Fate'did ſhelter find 
From ſwelling Seas and every faithlefs' wind # 


[ 
(For tho' a / ah Country brought you forth, 


Your uſage here! was equal ;to.,your worth.) 
Does. this deſerve to be rewarded ſo 2 | 

- Did you come here a Stranger, or a Foe? © 
Your partial Judgment may perhaps complain; 
And think me barbarous for my juſt! diſdain ; 
Ill- bred then let Mme be, but not unchaſt, 

Nor my clear fame with an y ſpot defac'd : 

Tho” in my face there's no affected Frown, _ 
Nor j in my Carriage a feign' d niceneſs ſhown, 
I keep my Honour ſtill without a ſtain, 

Nor has my Love made any Coxcomb vain. 
Your boldneſs I with admiration ſee ; 

What hope had.you'to gain a Queen like me 
Becauſe a Hero forcd me once away, 


Am. I thought fit:to be a ſecond prey ? x 


| ©" $6420 Had 
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+ Had I been won,. I had Jeſerv your blame,” 


| But ſure my part was nothing but the ſhame: 

Yet the baſe theft to him no fruit did bear, 

[ ſcap'd unhurt by any thing but fear. 

| Rude force might ſome unwilling Kiſſes gain, 

But that was all he ever cou'd obtain. , 

| You on-ſuch terms wou'd ne're have let me ga, | 

| Were he like you, we had not. parted fo. 

Vatouch'd the'Youth reſtor'd me to. my Friends, 

And modeſt uſage made me ſome amends. 

Tis vertue to repent a vicious deed ; 

Did he repent that, Paris might ſucceed ? 

ure "tis ſome Fate 4hat ſets me above wrongs, 

Yet ſtil-expoſes me to buſie Tongues. 

Te not complain, for who's diſpleas'd with Love, | | 

Tir fincere, diſcreet, and conſtant prove? - 

But that I fear; not that I think you baſe, 

{| Ordoubt the blooming beauties of my face, 

+But all your Sex 1s ſubje to deceive, + 
4nd ours alas, too willing to belicye. 
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Yet others yield: and love o'recomes the beſt, 
But why ſhou'd not ſhine above the reſt ? 
Fair Led!'s Story ſeems at firſt to be 

A fit example ready found for me ; 

But ſhe was Couſen'd by a borrow'd ſhape, 
And under harmleſs Feathers felt a Rape: 

If Tſhou'd yield, what reaſon cou'd I uſe 2 
By what miſtake the Loving Crime excuſe? 
Her fault was in her pow 'rful Lover loſt, 

But of what Jupiter have I to boaſt 2 

Tho' you to Heroes, and to Kings ſucceed, 
Our Famous Race does no addition need, 

And great Alliances but uſeleſs prove 

To one that's come her felf from mighty Foe. 
Go then and boaſt in fome lefs haughty place, 
Your Phrygzan blood, and Priam's ancient Race, 
| Which I wou'd ſhew I valu'd, if I durſt ; 

You are the fifth from Fove, but, I the firſt. 
The Crown of Troy is pow'rful I confels, | 
But I have reaſon to think ours ao leſs. 
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' Your Letter fill'd with promiſes of: all 

| That Men can good, -and Women pleaſant, call ; 
| Gives expe@ation ſuch an ample field, 
As wou'd move Goddeſſes themſelves to yield. 
| But if I e're offend great Funo's Laws, 

Your {elf ſhall be the dear, the only cauſe; 
Either my Honour Ill to death maintain, 


1 Orfollow you, without mean thoughts of gain. 
Not that fo fair a Preſent 1 deſpiſe- 
Ne like the Gift, when we the giver prize. 
| But is your Love moves me, which made you take 
Such pains, and tun ſuch hazards for my fake ; ; 
| have perceiv'd (though I diſſembled too) 
| Athouſand things that Love has made you do: 
Your eager Eyes wou'd almoſt dazle mine, 
ln which (wild man} og wanton thoughts 
. wou'd ſhine. | 
Sometimes you'd ſigh, ſometimes diſorder'd ſtand, 
| And with unuſual ardor, preſs my hand ; 


142 : OVIDs FPISTLES. 


Ny ———— 
Ce ———— 


Contrive juſt after me to take the Glaſs, 
Nor wou'd you let the leaſt. occaſion paſs, 
Which oft I feat'd, 1 did not mind alone, [ 
And bluſhing fate for things which you have done; | 
Then murmur'd'to my ſelf; hell for my fake 

Do any thing ; hope 'twas no miſtake: 

Oft have I read within this pleaſing Grove, 
Under my Name thoſe Charming words, 7 Love, 

I frowning, ſeem'd not to believe your Flame, 
But now, alas; am:come to write the ſame. 

If I were capable to do amiſs, 

I coud not but be ſenſible of this.” 

For oh! your Face has ſuch peculiar charms, 
That who- can hold from flying to your arms? . 
But what I ne're can have wittiout offence, Th 
May ſome-bleſt Maid - a with innocence. - -» 
Pleaſure may tempt, but vertue more ſhou'd move, 
O learn of me to-want the thing you Love, By 
What you defire is fought by all mankind ; Is, 
As you have eyes, fo others are not blind, 


” of 


FO woe os. > een 
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| Like you they ſee, like you.my charms adore, 
They wiſh not leſs, but you dare venture more: 
| Oh! hadyou then upon our Coaſts been brought, 
© My Virgin Love, when. thouſand Rivals ſought, 
You had I ſeen, you ſhould have had my yoice ; 
Nor could my Husband juſtly blame my Choice. 


' | For both our, hopes, alas youcome too late / 
| Another-now is Maſter of my Fate.., | 
More to my wiſh 1 cou'd have liv'd with you, 
And yet my preſent lat can undergo. 
Ceaſe to ſolicit a weak Woman's will, 
| And urge not her you Love, to-ſo much ill. 
"But let me live contented as [ may, 
And make not my. unſpotted fame your prey. - 
ome right youclaim, ſince naked to your eyes 
Three Goddeſſes dil puted Beauties prize. 
One offer'd Valour, rother Crowns, but ſhe _ 
Obtain'd her Cauſe, who ſmiling promis'd me. 
But firſt I am not of belief fo light, x 


\ | Tothink ſuch Nymphs wou'd ſhew you fucha ſight. 
Yet 


We, 
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Yet'granting this, thi other part is feign” &: 4 


A bribe ſo 'mean, your ſentence had not gaind, 
With partial eyes, T ſhou'd my felf regard, 
To think that Yeuus made me her reward : 
 Thumbly am content with human praiſe ; 

A Goddeſs $ applauſe | wou'd envy raiſe : 

| But be it as you lay, for *tis confeſt; 

The Men, who flatter higheſt, pleaſe us beſt,” 
That I ſuſpect it, ought not to diſpleaſe; 

For Miracles are not believ'd with eaſe. 

One joy I have, that I had Yenus voice ; 

A greater yet, that you confirm'd her Choice; 
That proffer'd Laurels, promis'd Sov” raignty, 
Juno and Pallas you contemn'd for me. 

Am I your Empire then, and your Renown? 
- What heart of Rock but muſt by this be won} 
And yet bear witneſs, O you Pow'rs above, | 
| How rude I am in all the Arts of Love! 

My hand is yet-untaught to write to Men; | 


This is th' Eay of my unpractis'd Pen: 


Happ) by 


if, 
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1 Happy thoſe Nymphs, whom uſe has perfe&t made 3 
I I think all Crime; and tremble at a ſhade: 
| Eya while I write, my fearful conſcious eyes 
Look often back, miſdoubting a ſurprize. 
Fornow the Rumour ſpreads among the Croud, 


At Court in whiſpers, but in Town aloud : 


Diſemble you, what e're you hear 'em fay : 


To leave off. Loving were your better way, 
Yet if you will diſſemble it you may. 


Love ſecretly: the abſence of my Lord, 


More freedom gives, but does not all afford : 


| Long is his Journey, long will be bis ſtay ; 
| Call'd by affairs of Conſequence away. 
Togoor not, when unreſoly'd he ſtood, 


Ibid him make what ſwift return he con'd : 
Then kiſliog me, he ſaid I recommend 


+. Allto thy Care, but moſt my 7rojan Friend. 


| 


F K 


[ ſmil'd at what he innocently faid, 
And only anſwer'd, you ſhall be obey'd: 


L 
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Propitious Winds have born him far from hence, 
But let not this ſecure your confidence. 


Abſent he is, yet abſent he Commands, 
You know the Proverb, Princes have long hands. 


A juſter ground of jealouſie is rais'd. - 
Were I tefs fair, I might have been more bleſt : 

- Great Beauty through great danger is poſſeſt, 
To leave me here his venture was not hard, 
Becauſe he thought my 'vertue was my Guard. 
He fear d my Face, but truſted to my Life, 
The Beauty doubted, but believ'd the Wife: 
You bid me uſe th' occaſion while I can, 

Put in our hands by the good eafie Man. 

I wou'd, and yet I doubt, *twixt Love and fear, 
One draws me from you, and one brings me near. 
Our flames are mutual : and my Husband's gone 
The nights are long ; I fear to lie alone. 

One Houſe contains us, and weak walls divide, 
And youre too preſſing to be long deni'd : 


My Fame's my burthen, for the more I'm prais'd; 


Let 
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Let me not live,- but every thing conſpires 
| To joyn our Loves, and yet my fear retires. 
You court with words, when you ſhou'd force im* 
A Raps is requiſite to ſhame-fac'd joy. (ploys 
| ladulgent to the wrongs which we receive, 


Our Sex can ſuffer what we dare not pive. 

What have I faid! for both of us 'twere beſt, 
Our kiridling fires if each of us ſuppreſt, 

The Faicty of Strangers is too prone'to change, 
Andlike themfelves,their wandring Paſſions range. 
Hypfipyle, and the fond Minonian Maid, 

Were both by truſting of their Gueſts betray'd. 
How can I doubt that other men deceive, 8 
When you' your felf-did fair OEnont leave ? 

But Teſt 1 ſhou'd upÞbraid your treachery, 

You make 4 merit of that Crime to me; 

Yet grafit you were to faithful. love inclin'd, 
Your weary 7rojans wait but for a wind. 

Nou'd you prevail while I aflign the night, 

Tour Sails are hoyſted, and you take your flight : 


et 
mA % yYome 
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Some bawling Mariner our Loveggeſtroys, 

And breaks afunder our unfiniſhd joys. 

Bat I with you may leave the Spartay Port, 

To view the Trojan Wealth, and Priaw's Court, 

Shown while I ſee, I ſhall expoſe my Fame : 

And fill a foreign Country with my ſhame. 

In 4fa what reception ſhall I find ? 

And what diſhonour leave in Greece behind ? 

Wheat will your Brathers, Priam, Hecuba, 

And what will all your modeſt Matrons ſay? 

Ev'n you, when on this ation you refle@, 

My future Condu@ juſtly may ſuſpe@ : 

And what ere Stranger Lands upon your Coaſt, 
 Conclude me, by your own example, loſt. 

I from your rage, a Strumpet's Name ſhall hear, 

While you forget, what part in it you bear. 

You my Crimes Author, will my Crime upbraid: 

Deep under ground, Qh let me firſt be laid! 

You boaſt the Pomp and Plenty of your Land, 
And promiſe all ſhall be at my Command; 


Your 
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Your Trojan Wealth, believe me I deſpiſe ; 

My own poor Native Land has dearer ties. 
$Shou'd I be injur'd on your Phrygan Shore, 
What help of Kindred cou'd I. there implore ? 

* Medea was by Faſox's flatt ry won: 

| may like her believe and be undone, 

Plain honeſt hearts, like mine, ſuſpe& no cheat 
And Love contributes to its own deceit. 

The Ships about whoſe ſides loud Tempeſts roar, 
With gentle Winds were wafted from the Shore. 
Your teeming Mother dreamt a flaming Brand 
Sprung from her Womb conſum'd the 7; rojax Land. 
To-kccond this, old Prophecies conſpire, 

That 7/:um ſhall be burnt with Grec/an fire : 

both give me fear, nor is it much allay'd, 

That Yenus is oblig'd our Loves to aid. 

for they who loſt their Cauſe, revenge will take, 
And for one friend two Enemies you make. 

Nor can I-doubt, but ſhou'd [ follow you, 

The Sword wou'd ſoon our fatal Crime purſue: 


L 3 | A 


- 
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A wrong ſo great my Husband's Rage wou'd rouze, 
And my Relations wou'd his Caule eſpoule. 


Ce 


You boaſt your Strength and Courage, but alas / 
Your words receive ſmall credit from your Face, 


Let Heroes in the duſty Field delight, 

Thoſe Limbs were faſhion'd for another fight. 
Bid Zefor fally from the Walls of 7roy, 

A ſweeter quarrel ſhou'd your arms imploy. 
Yet fears like theſe, ſhou'd not my mind perplex, 
Were I as wiſe as many of my Sex. 

But time and you, may bolder thoughts inſpire ; 
And TI, perhaps, may yield to your defire. 

You laſt demand a private Conference, 
Theſe are your words, but 1 can gueſsFour ſenſe. * 
Your unripe hopes their harveſt muſt attend : 

Be ru'ld by mr, and time-may be your Friend. 

This is enough to let you underſtand, 

For now my Pen has tir'd my tender hand ; 

My Woman knows the ſecret of my heart, , 
And may hereafter better news impart. 
PENE 


(151) 


IPENELOPE 
ULYSSES. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


The Rape of Helen having carried all the Grecian 


Princes to the Siege of Troy ; Ulylles amonzſt the 
reſt, there fignaliz'd his manhood and prudence par- 
ticularly. But the Siege at an end, and he mot re- 
turning with the other Captains, Penelope ſends 
this Letter in queſt of him. She had rendered her 
ſelf as deſervedly famous on her part by refiſting all 
the whiledthe importunity off her Suitors with an un- 


aſual conſtancy and fidelity. She complains to U- 


lyſſes of therr carriage, ſhe likewiſe tells him her 
apprebenfions and fears for him during the War, 
and fince ; acquaints him with the ill poſture of his 
Family through his abſence, and defires him to has 
ften home as the only means to ſet all right again. 


[by Your Penelope at length break home, 


Send no excuſe, norſtay to write, but come, 
& 4: Our 
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Our trouble long, 7roy does not hold you now; 


Nor twenty Troys were worth all this ado. 


Wou'd ſome juſt ſtorm and raging Seas had drown'd | 


The Ruffian, when for Lacedemon bound ; 


I ſhou'd not then of tedious days complain, 
Nor cold a nights and comfortleſs have lay'n : 


Nor ſhou'd this pains to paſs the evenings take, 


And work, and weave evn till my fingers ake. 
I always fear'd worle dangers than the true, 

| (As always Love unquiet fears purſue) 
Fancy'd thee by fierce 7rojays compaſt round, 
And Hedttor's name till ſtruck me to the ground. 
When told of Neftor's Son, by Hefor ſlain, 
Streight Ne/tor's Son rouz'd all my fed?s again. 
When for his ſham how dear Patroclus paid: 

I wept to find that wit no better ſped. 
Tlepolemus by Trojan javelin killd, 

Through all my veins an icy terror thrill'd. 

' Whatever Greeks miſcarry'd in the fray, 

I fainted, and fell (well nigh) dead as they. 


mm, 


Heaven 
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Heaven for chaſt Love has better fate in ſtore, 
My Husband lives, and 7roy is now no more. 


Our Captains well return'd, each Altar flames, 
And Temples all Barbarian booty crams; 
For their ſafe Loves the Women Offrings bring. 
And Trojan Fates by onrs defeated Sing. 
All ſtand amazd to hear, both old and yeung, 
and liſtening Wives upon their Husbands hung. 
ome on the Table draw each bloody fight, 
And ſpilling Wine the whole fad lad write. 
This Simois, that the Sigean Land, 
ind there did Priams lofty Palace ſtand. 
Here Skulkt lyſes, there Achilles dard, 
There ZZefortorn, the foaming Horſes ſcar'd. 
All did Old Neſtor to your Son explain ; 
To ſeek you ſent, who told me all again, 
Your Sword how Dolon, no, nor Rheſus ſcap'd, 
knter'd the one, this taken as he napp'd. 
fool-hardy you, and us remembring ill, 
Vehily amidſt thoſe 7bracian Tents to ſteal, 

| There 
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eee 


There numbers ſlay, one only aiding thee, 
Thou haſt been wiſe, and would'ſt have thoughtan"F 
Still pant I, told, how all in triumph brave, (me. Y 


| 

Round your friendsCamp thoſe Thraciau Steeds you I 

But what avails it me that Troy did yield, (drave. | 

And by your Proweſs, the town is now a Field? ( 

As when 7; roy ſtood, I ſtill remain alone, 
Th' effe& continues, though the caule is gone, 

To others ſack'd, to only me upheld, 
Ev'a whilſt it lies by Greek abiders till'd. 

For Priam's Towers, now lofty Corn appears, q 
And Phrygian blood a pond'rous harveſt rears. 
No houſe remains, nought of a 7rojas found, 


Unleſs you dig their bones from under ground, 


Whereart thouConqueror?what detains thee now? 


Or may notI your new Atchiev'ments know ? 


What-ever Skipper hither come a ſhore, 
| For thee I ask, and ask himo're and ore; v; 
te 1 


Nor parts he, till I ſcribble half a Sheet, 


To give thee, ſhould you ever chance to mee» » 
We 
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Ne ſent to Pylos Neſtar's ancient feat, 

on Jim Pylos we 00 certain tydings gat : 

To Sparta ſent, the Spartans nothing know, 
Fhat courſe you ſteer,nor where yoy wander naw. 
Fou'd thoſe ſame God-built Walls were ſanding 
(Now I repent that e're I with'd 'em ill) (ill, 
Then where thou fought'ſt, 1 ſurely ſhou'd have 


learn'd, | 


brfave for War,the common grievance,mourn'd. 
bow, what I know not, all I madly fear, 

Yd a wild field lies open to my care. 

If Sea, or Land whatever dangers ſway, 

Thoſe I fuſpeRt the Cauſes of your ſtay. 

Miſt thus I ſimply muſe, who kaows your mind, 
krhaps abroad ſome other Love you find : 

krhy ps to her your dowdy Wife define, 

ſho knows no more, ſo that her Cupboard ſhine. 


ÞÞ; vaniſh jealous thoughts nor fright me more, 


ow? 


Ji wou'd be with me, were it in his power. 
of » 
We . My | 
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My Sire wou'd force me from my Widows bed. / 
Blames my delay, and chides, and ſhakes his head, 
Let him chide on, yours ſtill, yours only, TI, 
Penelope, Viyſſes Wite will die. 

Yet by my Chaſte defires, and vertue bent, 

His temper does a little now relenr. 

From Crete and Samos, Rhodes and Zant ſet out, 


To Court me come a wild unruly rout ; 


Who revel in your houſe without controul, l 

And eat, and waſte your means, our blood and Soul. q 

Of Medon, Polybus, Piſander, fell G 

Eurymachus, alas, why ſhou'd I tell - 

With many more, you (fadly out o'th' way ) 

| Feed here, and on your ſubſtance let em prey. 

The Beggar rus, and that Goat-herd Clown, 

| Melanchius range and rummage up and down. 
So kept your houſe, ſuch ſtout defenders we, 

A helpleſs Wife, old Man and little Boy. 

Whom late by treach'ry we had well nigh loſt, 

'Gainſt all our minds as he to Pyles croſt,. 


( 


But 
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fat It Heavens preſerve him rill he die in courſe, 

| faving firſt clos'd mine eyes, and alſo yours. 
Thus the old Nurſe, the Hind, and Hogherd pray; 
Ine Servants-all, and faithful in their way. 
liarm'd by age, Laertes is not fit, 

inidſt thoſe BuSies to maintain your right, 

ipe if he lives, 7elemachus may bring 
ſoftrength, but yet he needs his Fathers wing. 

| what am I? alas my help is ſmall, 

ame you the ſtrength and ſafety of us all, 


bmay your Son in vertuous Arts increaſe, 


vmay the old Laertes die in peace. 
ſhoin my bloom did at your parting mourn, 
yither'd grow, in waiting your return. 


* (158) 
HYPSIPYLE t JASON: 


BY 


Mr... SETTLEE. 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Defire of gaining the Golden Fleece, pat Jaſon 
upon a Voyage to Colchos. [n his paſſage, he 
' flop d af the Iſland of Lemos, of which plate 
Hypſipyle was then Queen, famed for her piou || 
ſaving of her Father Thoas, in a general Maſſacre Þ, 
of the Mtn there by the Women of that Comntty. Þ 
Her Entertainment of Jaſon ſo kind, as induced 
him to ſtay there two Tears, at the end. of which 
he left the Iſland, and the Queen, (then big with 
Child:) and after a thouſand Votvs of Conſtancy, 
and a ſpeedy return, purſues his firſt intended 
Voyage, and arrives at Colchos, where ita war 
King. Medea his Daughter falls deeply in Love 
with Jaſon, and by her Charms he gain d the Gold: 
' en Fleece; with which and Medea, he ſecretly 
' - fail d home to Theſlaly. Hypſipyle hearing, UM | 
his Landing with her more happy Rival Meda, 
writes him this Epiſtle. | 


. | Aden, they ſay, with Jaſon's Golden Prize, 
1 4 Proud Arzo in Theſalia's Harbour lies. 
1 woud 
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|yould congratulate your fafe return ; 
ut from your pen I ſhould that ſafety learn. 
Fhen from my ſlighted Coaſt you bore away, 
hight of the winds;you ſhew'd leſs Faith, than they. 
['rwas too much t'enjoy my deareſt Lord, 
re 1 deſerv'd one Line, one tender word. 
Thy did Fame firſt,and not their Conqueror, ſhow, 
How Wars Fierce God faw his tain'd Bulls at 
© | Plough. all 
Jv th' Earth-born Warriours roſe, and how they 


ced- Fh their own Swords, without your conquering 


| How in your Charms the fetter'd Dragon lay, 


_ A your bold hand bore the curl'd Gold away. 


den doubtful Tongues ſhall Faſox's wonders tell, 

hou I could ſay, ſee here's my Oracle. 
ttho'unkind Loves ſilence 1 deplore, 

"Plvvr heart ill mine, I wou'd defire no more. 

at ah, that hope is vain ;——a Witch deſtroys 
_—_ pleaſures, and my promis'd Joys. 

| Would 
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Would I could fay (but, oh, Loves fears too ſtrong!) 
Would I could fay I guiltleſs Faſo» wrong, 
Lately a Gueſt came from th' Flemonian Land : 

' My door ſcarce reach'd, with tranſport F demand 
How fares my Faſon? His fad look he bore, 
Fixt with an' ominous ſilence on the floor, 

My Robes I tore, and thus with horrour, cry'd 
Lives helor with one wound both hegrts muſt bleed? 
He lives, faid he, to which I made him ſwear: 
He ſwore by Heav'n, yet | retain'd my Fear. | 
My ſenſe return'd to ask your Deeds, he faid, 
That the yok'd Bulls of Mars in Chains you led. 
The Snakes own Teeth a crop of Heroes bore, 
Whilſt a rough native caſe their Limbs huskt ore. 
And by their own Inteſtine Fury flain ; 


One Days ſhort Age compleats their ative Reign, 


Again I ask, does my dear Faſen live ? 
Such ebbs and flows Loves fears and hopes do give. 
He fatally proceeds, and with much Art, 


Would hide, yet ſhews the falſeneſs of your heart. 
ab, 
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I where” s your Nuptial Faith, that Aartering nile, 
Loves Torch, more fit to. light my Fungral pile! 
1 have no law leſs plea to Faſon's Love ; a 


Juno and Hymen our juſt Chaplets Wove: 


Ahno! not theſe mild Gods : Frinnys hang, 
At our curſt Rites, held her infernal Brand: Joy? 
Why to my _Lemnos did your. Vellel ſteer _ "WY 
1 Or why, fond fool, did | admit you here? 
Here no bright Ram with golden glory ſhone, i 
Nor was my Lemnos the ZZtean Throne. 4 
At firſt—(but Fates all faint Reſolves withſtand) 
[thought t ' expel you with a Female hand. 
The Lemnian Ladies are in Arms well $kill d: 
Their Guard has been my Lives ſecureſt ſhield.- 
but in my City, Roof, my, Soul receiy'd, 
1/9 two bleſt years my darling Jaſon liv'd. 
Jroe'd the third Summer to-a fad F arewel, 
Mixt with his Tears theſe parting Accents fell. 
Oo not at.our divided Fates repine, 
Thine 1 depart, to return ever Thine. 


[1% M . _ ap 
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As 


'May our yet unborn pledge live long to prove 

The objet of its Rival Parents Love, 

'Twixt ſighs and Tears, through thoſe falſe pales did 
Theſe falſer ſhow'rs, till grief cou'd ſpeak no more. 

You were the laſt the fatal Argo reach'd, (ſtretch'd 
Whoſe ſwelling Sails th' o'rehaſty wigds had 
The furrowing Keel the Seas green ſurface plought: 


You to the Shore, to th' Seas 1 gazing bow'd. 
In haſte T ran to an adjacent Tow'r : 


My Tears ore all my face and boſom ſhow'r. | 


There my wet eyes my wafted Soul purſue, - Jl 
And ev'n beyond their natural opticks flew. [ 
A thoufarid Vows for your return I made, A 


You are return'd, and they ſhou'd now be pay d. I 
My Vows for cursd Medea's Tnumphs pay / h 
My Heart to Grief, my Love to Rage gives way. [4 
Shall I deck Temples, and make Altars ſhine, Ar 
For that falſe Man that lives, but lives not mine! | y, 


[ never was ſecure. Twas my long dread, Ar 


You by your Father's choice a Greek might wed. 
To 
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To no Greek Bride, t'an unexpected Foe, 
My wounds I t' a Barbarian Harlot owe: 
4:4 | One who by Spells and Herbs, does Heartsſurprize : 
re, | Norare her ſlaves the Trophies of her Eyes. 

'She from her courſe the ſtrugling Moon wou'd hold, 
had {| The Sun himſelf in Magick ſhades infold. 
h'd: {} She curbs the Waves, and ſtops the rapid Floods, 

And from their feats removes whole Rocks and 

Woods, + 
With her diſhevell'd Hair the wandring Hag 
J Does half-burnt Bones from their warm Aſhes drag, 

ln moulten wax, tho' abſent, kills by Art, 

Arm'd with her Needle, goars 2 tortur d Heart. 
'd. Nay, what Deſert and Form ſhou'd only move; 

by Philters ſhe ſecures her Jaſon's Love. 
Y- Þ How can you doat on ſuch Infernal Charms, 
| And ſleep ſecurely in a Syrens Arms ? 
ie! You, as the Bulls, ſhe does ther Yoke ſubdue, 
And as ſhe tam'd the Dragons, Conquers you. 


- 


M 2 Though | 


WF. « a 
—" _— Go. A. 4d —_—— 
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Though your oreat Deeds, and no lefs Race you 


boaſt; ©" 


' Link'dto that Fiend your ſullied Fame is1oft. 
Nay bythe cenſuring World 'tis juſtly thought, 


Your Conqueſts by her Sorceries were wrought ; 
And the Phryxean Ram's Tridimphant Oar, 
They-fay, not Jaſon, but Medea bore.” 


This Northern Bride your Parents diſapprove ; 


Conſult your Duty in your Nobler Love. 
Let ſome wild Scythian her loath'd bed'poſſefs, 
A Miſtreſs only fit for: Savages. 

Faſon more falſe, more:changeable rhan wind, 


Have Vows no weight,and Oathsno.pow'r to bind? 


Mine: you departed-; ah, return mine too, 


Let my kind arms their long loſt Scenes renew. 


If high Birth,and great Names your Heart can turn, 
Know, I'm the Royal-Thoas Daughter bord. 
Bacchus, my Grandfire is, whoſe Bride divine, 
All leſſer Conſtellations does out-thine; | 


My 
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My Dow'r Theſe and my Fertil Lemos: make, 
All thefe arid me, thy equal Title take: -- ©. 

Nay Fits Mother : A kind Father be, 1 .. - 
And foften all the pains T've-born for thee. ... - ) 
Yes Heaven with twins has-bleſt our-Genia)-Bed-; 
And wonld you in their Looks their Father-read: 
His treacherous ſmilesthey are too young to wea?, 
In all thingselſe you'tt find your Pitore:there ;- 
[ had fent thoſe Envoys/iritheſe Letters ftead, © -- 

. | Both for their own and Mothers wrongs eoiplead. [ 

{ Had not their: Srepdames:/Murthers bi&rem-fldy,7 
Too dear/a Treaſure: for that-Monſter's prey: 

1, | Wou'd lier deafRage)thap-rent her Brothier's Bones, 

Spare my Fong blood;or heartheir tend'rer Groans? 

Yet in your Arms this:deater Traifrels lies 03-1 

0, | Above try truth, [you this falſe Poyſonef prive, 

1] This mean' Adulrrate wretch was bafely kind ; / 
Loves'facred Lamp our chaſt imbraces joyngd. - - 
Her Father ſhe betray'd, mine lives by. me, 
| Lemnos Pride, the Colchos/Infamy... .,: _ 

M 3 


-” 


I to Medea, ſhould Medea prove, 
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And thus her ouile in my y Piety' outvies, (buys 
Whilſt with-her Crimes her Dow'r your heart ſhe 
Falſe Man, I blame, not wonder at the-Kage 
O'tth' ZLemnian Dames: Wrongsdoall Arms ingage. 
Suppoſe-in vengeance to your Guilt, juſt Heav'n 
Had on my ſhore the perjur'd Jaſon driven ; 
Whilſt I with my young Twins to meet you came, 
And made you call on Racks to hide your ſhame. 
How cou'd you look upon my Sons and Me ? 
Traytor,what Pains,what Death too bad for thee ? 
Perhaps indeed I Jaſon had not hurt, 

But 'tis my mercy more than his Deſert: 


The Harlot's blood had ſprinkled all the Place, 


Daſh'd in your faithlefs, and once charming Face. I. 


And if Fove Mars: the pray rs of ipjur'd Love, 
May that loath'd Hag that has my bed enjoy d, 


Be by my Fate, and her own Arts deſtroy'd. 


Like me'a Mother, and a Wife forlorn, 


Be from her Raviſh'd Lord, and Children toro. 
May 
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. | May her ill gotten Trophies never laſt, 
© | But rouhd the Worldbe th' hunted Monſter chac'd. 
Thoſe Dooms her Sire,and Murther'd Brother met, | 
"May ſhe ther Husband and her Sons repeat. 
Driv'n from the World, let her attempt the Skies, 
oy" in deſpaiy by. her own"band ſhe dies. 


4 
4 


b 


us wrong'd 7hoantias prays, your Lives curſt 
OY lead, 


An Execrable Pair in  Deteſted Bed. 


: — 
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The ARGUMENT. I ; 


| ' Jaſon arrives with his Companions at Colchos, 
! --—where the Golden” Fleece was kept, which before 
| he can obtain, he is to undertake ſeveral Ad: 
ventures; firſt to yoke the Wild Bulls, then to 
_Jow the Serpents Teeth; from whence ſhould in 
ftantly riſe an Army, with which he muſt it 
counter; and laftly, to make his paſſage by the} 
Dragon that never (lept. ' In = 2 ro this, Ig 
folitits Medea Dawghter to the King, and skikY 
4 ful in Charms, by whoſe aſſiſtance ( on Promiſe Tt 
| of Love ) he gains the Prize. Then flies with 4 
| | her ; the King purſues them, Medea kills lo 4 
| : 7 


= 
- 


| fron, writes this compuatn,. ſoothing, an 


| "a I foundleifare, ie \toifr& 
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"_ tie fate his' as or 1 obith 
the King, ſtays to gather them up, eſcapes =o 
"her Lover into heh ly; where ſhe re 

a&repit. Alon to, bu, Touth. / On SD ——_ 


" perſwades Pelias hi Daughters to let out t. a 


Pather's Blind,” bite decettfally Teawts thens Guile 


of , Parricide;, : For this and; other. Crimes. Jaſon 
caſts ber off : Marries Creuſa Daughter to Creon 
King of Corinth, "* which the! Turay 4" Wiedea, 
according to; the: various Tranſports. x ts 


me 
01 


31T ett 


cing Wes: 


By Magick Arts thy GFeetuw friends and thee ; 


e | The Fates thou then fave aſh with my Righ, 


Mie Life that fince was one'Gontinid- Paigz® 
Fho- wou'd have dteamt rhe ond of ans 


WS | = 

the Þ Greece Eos" 994 
, Fe, Shou dere have laifto (cize the Phrygian Fleece !- 
omiſe That th _—_ ſhou'd in View bf Colcbos Rider” 
with 4 G 4 
bn 4 reciat Armiyftem the Phaftad Tide! 
lit $7 


Why 
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Why were thoſe ſnares, thy Locks, ſo tempting made! 
A Tongue ſo falſe, fo pow'rful to perſwade / 

No doubt but He that'had fo raſhly ſought 

Qur Shore with the fierce Bulls uaſpell'd had fought 
And fondly. too th' Arms-bearing Seed had ſown, 
[Till by the Crop the Tiller were o'rethrown, 
How many Frauds had then expir 'd with Thee / 
As many killing griefs remov d from me / 

'Tis ſome Relief\ when ill returns are made, 

With Favours done, th' Ingrateful to upbraid ; 
This Triumph will afford ſome little Eaſe, 

Falſe Jaſon leaves me This———— 

When firſt your doubtful Veffel reacht our Port, 
And you had entrance to my Father' s Court : 
There was Ithen, what now your new Bride's here, 
My Royal Father- might with her's compare. 
With Princely Pomp was your arrival grac'd, 
The meaneſt Greek on Tyrian Beds we plac'd. 
Then firſt I gaz'd my Liberty away ! 

And date my Ruin from that fatal day ! 
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ue —— and with your Ghanme combio'd; 
I1view'd your ſparkling Eyes 'till IL was blind. 

You ſoon perceiv'd, for who cou'd ever: hide 
t Jaflame that by its. own Light is deſcry'd 2 
, {| Butnow that Task's propos'd,and thou mu ſt tame 

The Bulls with brazen Hoofs, and Breath of Flame. 

Vith theſe the fatal field thou art to Plow, _ 

from whence a ſudden Hoſt of Foes muſt grow, 

Thoſe dangers paſt, ſtill ro the Golden prey. 

The baleful fiery Dragon puards the Way, 

Thus ſpake the Kiog; your Knights ſtart from the 
ind ev'n your cheeks a-pale deſpair confeſt, _ | 
There then was your. ador'd Creuſa's Dow'r 2. 
ind where her Father Creoy's boaſted Pow'r ? 
kd went'ſt thoy forth ; my pitying Eyes purſue, 
ligh'd, and after.ſent a ſoft Adieu! 
lb reſtleſs Tears I ſpent that tedious night, 
treſenting ſtill thy dangers to my ſight ; 

The Savage Bulls, and more the Savage Hoſt, 


kit th' horrid Serpent did affright me moſt! 


Thus 
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+66 GAGA Love, (Fear Swelra-whs | 
_ My Siſter early to my Apartment came ; (Flame) (6 
Sad and dejeted-ſhe ſurpriz'd me There, 0 
With Eyes diftilfipg, and'diſhevelled Hair, / « 
On” your behalf the ſought me, nor cou'd"crve 
My aid for you, ſo freely as T gave / 

A Grove thiete is, aft awfut gloomy ſhade, i 

"Too cloſe fort evin the Sun' timfelf « ' invades” BY 
Theſe Woods with great Diana's Fane we pracd, 
th' midſt the : Goddeſson high Tripods plac'd. 

There (if et pace you carrretnember yet, 
Who have forgotten Me) twas there we met. 
Then, thus i in folt deluding' ſounds you faid— " 
” Take pity on our ſufferings, Royal Maid f' 

” Reſt pleas J, Thou haſt the'P6w'r to Kilf, but give 
Proofs of Diviner Might, and makes us Live? | 
4 By our diſtreſſes | (which thy Art alone; | 

” Has Pow'r to FOI by th' all ſeeing Sun, 

” By the Chaſt Deity that Governs' Here, 


7 - And what ere elf you Sicted hold or Dear, 
” Take.) 


le - 


e) 


rake}; 


| four. charming Toogue ftopt here, and left the 
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«Take pity 'on our Youth, and-bind us Rill 10 
Eternal Servants to :Medea's' Wall}; - ohh, 
*And if a Stranger's Form can' touch: pour-mind, -- 
*(If fach bleſt Fate was &'re for me defign'd!): 
*This Fleſh to Duſt diflolve,: this:Spirit to Airv- "4 
"When 1 think any but Medea Fair» , tf 
"Be conſcious, Jowo, witneſs tomy: Vow; | 
' And; this dread Gaddefsat whoſe Shrine we bow. 


. be by yet tnore powerful Tears, expreſt. (reſt 


fieldd——and by my Art inſtru@-you now, 
Þ yoke the braſs hoott Buds,and-make*em Plow. 
then with a daring Hand: you ſow the Field; + : 
That for an Harveſt does an Army yield ; 
I's Llook'd pake,. that gave the powerful Charms 
To ſee the wondrous Crop of ſhining Arms +-- 
Till th' Earth-born Brothers in fiercebattle joyn'd, 
Their ſudden Lives more ſuddenly 'refign'd - - | 
The Serpent next, a yet more-dangerous toil, 
Fith ſcaly boſom plows the yielding Soil, 


reſhades 
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O'reſhades the Field with vaſt expanded wings, 
And brandiſhes in Air his threatning Stings / 
Where was Creſa at this needful Hour ? 
Where then were her fam'd Charms and matchleſs 
Medea, that Medea, that is now . (Down | 
Deſpis'd, thonght Poor, held guilty too by You, ' Þ ( 
'Twas ſhe that Charm'd the wakeful Dragon's fight, {| 
Gave you the Fleece, and then ſecur'd your Flight: | 
To merit you, what cou'd I more have done? ') \ 
Y 
k 


My Father I'betray, my Country ſhun, 

And all the Hazards of an Exile run / 

Tho', whilſt I-yield:me thus a Robber's Prize, \ 

My tender Morher in my abſence dies, 

And at her Feet my breathleſs'Siſter lies. 

Why left I not my Brother too 2———cold fear - 

Arreſts my Hand, and I muſt finiſh here! 

This hand thar tore rhe Infant in-our Flight, 

| What then it dard to AR, dreads now to write. 
To-the rough Seas undaunted I repair, 

For after Guilt,” what can a Womag Fear ? 


why | 
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Why ſcap'd our Crithes thoſe Seas? we thou'd have [ 
For falſhood Thou, and I for Parricide. SG Yo; : 
I he juſtling Ifles ſhou'd there have daſh'd 'our 
| Bones, | ” 161 
'? | And hung us piece-meal on the ragged ſtones; | 
u,  } Or Scylla gorg'd us in her rav'nous Den, 
It, | Wrong'd Scy/la thus ſhou'd uſe ingrateful Men |! 
\; | tary4ds too thou'd in our Fate have ſhard, 
) {Nor ought of our fad wreck her Whirl-pool par &—- || 
Vet ſafe we reach your Shore ; the Phrygian Fleece 
k'made an OfF ring to the Gods of Greece. 
k The Pelias Daughters pious bloody Deed | 
Tpaſs, that raſbly made their Father bleed ; = 
Your fafery 'ewas that drew we to this Fraud, 
The Guilt that others blame, you ſhou'd applaud / Al 
Bat ſtead of thanks, your Court I am forbid : 
Your ſelf forbad me, faithleſs Faſon did / 
e | Iith none but my two Infants I depart, Il 
And Zaſon's Form, that ne're ſorſakes my Heart; | 


;» 


At 
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A At kagth.thy R Rey ling Nuptial Songs ſurprize ,., 
Myiwounded Ear, thy Nuptial Torch my Eyes. | 
The Rabble ſhout, .the Clamour nearer drew, 
And as it came more near, more dreadful | grew : 
My Servants weep i in corners, and refuſe. , 

. The ingratefu] task of ſuch upwelcome News : 1, 
I yet forbear enquire tho Mill my Breaſt 
The dreadfyl apprehenſions d did | Luggeſt 

My youngeſt Boy now from. the Window ſpy. d, 
The coming Pop, and. jocund, thus he cry'd,., 
” Look, Mother look ſee where my Father Rides 
* With ſhigiog Reins his Golden Chariot Guides. 
At this,. my. pale forſaken Breaſt 1, tore, ; 

Nor ſpar'd the Face, whoſe Beauties charm no more, I |. 
Alas! what did | ſpare ſcarce, cou'd I ſpare —_ 


» |} 


My Honour, ſcarcely thee, cog ſcarce forbear, ; In 
To force,my Paſlage to thy Chaxiot now, 
And tear the Garland from thy perjug d Bro. i Ito 

Offended Father, now thy griels diſcharge, , 


My Brother's Blood is now reveng'd at large. 


The 


'*, } And try the Charm that made the Dragon ſleep; 


i”. 
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The man (for whom -I fled and injurd Thee! 

'} Whoſe Love ſole cornfort of my flight cou'd be) 
Tt ingrateful Man has now forfaken Me! | 

I tatn'd the Bufs and cou'd the Serpent bind, 

But for perfidious Love no ſpell can find: 

The Dragor's baleful Fires my 4rts ſuppreſt, 

Bat not the Flames that rage within my breaſt. 

In Love iny powerfull'ſt Herbs ate uſeleſs tnade, 

In vain is ZHecat ſummon'd to my aid ; 

I figh the Day, the Night in watches ſpend, 

No flambers on my careful brows deſcend : 

With Poppies juice in vain my Eyes I ſteep, 


6 Tonly reap no Profit from my Charms! 

'T | They fav'd, but fav'd thee for my Rivals Arms ! 
0} There,cauſe you know the Theam will grateful be 

Perhaps y are fo unjuſt r exclaith on me! 

To tax my Manners, rally ori my Face, | 

| And make th' Adaltreſ3 ſport with my diſgrace! 


N 


Laugh 
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Laugh on, proud Dame, but know thy Fate isnigh, 


When thou ſhalt yet more wretched be than I! 


When wrong'd Medea unreveng'd fits fill, 


Sword, Flame, and Poyſon, have forgot to kill, 


If Pray'rs the flinty Faſor's breaſt can move, 
My juſt Complaint will ſure ſucceſsful prove. 
Strecht at thy Feet a ſuppliant Princeſs ſee; 


Such was thy Poſture, when ſhe piry'd Thee. - 


And tho a Wite's diſcarded Title fail, 
My Infants ſtill are Thine, let them, prevail ! 


So much th' are thine, ſomuch thy likenefs bear, 


Each look I caſt, is, follow'd by a tear. 


Now by the Gods, by all our paſt delights, 


By thoſe dear Pledges of our am'rous Nights, 
Reſtore me to thy Love; I claim my due, 
Bz ro my Merit, and thy: Promiſe true. 

I ask thee nor what I perform'd tor thee, 
To ſet me from fierce Bus and. Serpents free ; 
I enly:crave thy Love, .thy-Love reſtore, 


For which I've done ſo. much, and ſuffer'd more. 
Do'ſt 


Aa 


þ 


( 


re, 


oſt 
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doit thou demand a Dow'r2—= —irwas paid that day 
' When thou. abi bear the Golden Fleece away: 


Thy iff, es my Dow'r, and by thy dear Followers 


health, 
The Youth of Gifece ; * weigh cheſe with Creow's 


wealth. . 
To me thou ow, it that thou art Creed $ Heir, 


That, now thou liv'ſt to call Creaſe, Fair! 

You have wrong'd me All,and on you All--but hold 
[ form Revenge too mighty to be told |. 

My thoughts-are now to th' utmoſt Ruin bent! 
Perhaps 1 ſhall the fatal Rage repent, _ 

But on——-for I {what e're the miſchief be) 

Shall les repetit, than that T. triſted thee! 


The God alone that Rages in my breaſt, 


Can fee the dark Revenge my thoughts ſuggeſt ; 
| only know-'twill ſoon effeRed be, 


{And when it comes, be Vaſt, and Worthy Me: 


Woe PHADRA 


a nd — 
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OTWAT 
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The ARGUMENT. 

Theſeus, The Son of gens, having ſlain the Mi- 
notaur; promiſed to Ariadne the Danghter of 
Minos and Paſiphac, for. the afiſkance which ſhe . 
gave him, to carry her home with him, and 
make her bis Wife: So together with her Siſter 
Phadra, they went on Board and ſail'd to Chios, 
where being warnd by Bacchus, he left Ariad- 

| ne, and Married her ” Sifler Phedra, who after- 

| ©. wards in Theſeus her Husband's Abſence, fell im 

Love with- Hippolytus her Sow i= Law, who 

had Yow'd Celibacy, aud was a Hunter : Where- | 

fore, fine ſhe, could not comveniently otherwiſe ; 

ſhe choſe by this Epiſtle to give him an Account 


| of ber Paſſion. 
F Fhou' rt unkind, I neer ſhall health enjoy ; 


Yet much I wiſh to thee, my Lovely Boy : 
| Read 


cy - 2 DD ac wor oo. i En 


i Y- *%" » 


| Yet of my Wedlock Vows Ile looſe no care, 
| Xarch back through all my fame, thow't find it 
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Read this, and reading how.my Soul is {cizd, 
Rather than. not, be with, my ruin pleas: ;. 1 
Thus ſecrets {ale to fartheſt Shores may move;  ,; 
By Letters Foes'converſc, and learn to Love... 
Thrice my ſad tale, as. I-zo'tell ic try'd, ; 
Upon my faultring tongue abortive dy'd: ware: | 
Log ſhame prevail'd, nor conld be conquer'dquite,; 
But what 1 bluſkt to ſpeak, Love made me.write. | 
'Tis dang'rous/ to. refiſk the pow'r of, Love, . 

The Gods obey him, and: lie's' King/above : { 

He clear'd the doubts that did'my mind confound, 


} And promis'd-me to-bring thee hither bound : 


Oh may he come; and in that. breaſt of thine 
fix a kind Dart, and make. itflame like mine! 


(fair; 


But love long breeding, to worſt pains does turnz 


Qurward unharm'd, within, within I burn ! 
3 the Young Bul or Courſer yet untam'd, - 


acn'yok'd or bridl'd firſt are pinch'd and maim'd. 


[ N 3 Sa 
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So 30 07 P _— Love can find 
No reſt, thlunwontedweight ſo toils my mind: 


—_— 


umme—ououomuminl 
a. 


When youths; loves pangs by Arts we'rmiy remove, 


But in6urriper years with Rage we Love. 
To thee I yield then all*my dear Redows, 4 


And prithee. ley's togetheribe undone.://- (Ro 3 


Who'iwould not plock'the' new -blown bluſhing 


Or the'ripe Fruit that Courts him as/it grows 2 
But if my Vertue hitherto has gaind-- | 
Eſteem for ſpotleſs, ſhall/itnow: be ſtain' $2. 
Oh inthy Love T hall riohazard run ;/ 

'Tis not #fin," but when tis'courſcly'done: 

And fibWh6u'd' Juno yield her ove to me, 

Fd quit that Fore, Hippolyrus, for thee: 
Believe the roo with ſtrange defires 1 change, 


Amongſt Wild Beaſts 1 long with Thee to range, - 


To thy Delights'and Delia Trencline; 

Make her my Goddeſs too, becauſerſhe's: thine : 
I long to know the Woods, to drive the Deer, + 
And ore the Mountains tops my Hounds to chear, 
Shaking 
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Shaking my Dart, then, the Chaſe ended, he' 55 
 Stretch'd on the graſs, and woul&(t not thou be by? 

| Oft in light Chariots 1 with pleaſure ride, 

And love my ſelf the furious Steeds to guide. 

Now like'a Bacchanal more wild I ſtray, . 


Or Old Cybe/e's Prieſts, as mad as they, 
When under-74@'s Hill they Offrings pay: 
Ev'n mad as thoſe the Deities of Night 
And Water,  Fawuns 2nd Dryads do affright's © + 
But till each little Interval T-pain, 
Eaſily find 'tis Love breeds all my pain : 
Sure on our Race Love like a Fate does fall, 
And Yenws will have Tribute" of us all, 
 Jove lov'd Europa, whence my Father came; 
And to a Bull transform'd, Enjoy'd the Dame: 
She, like my. Mother, languiſht to obtain, 
j And fill'd her, Womb with-ſhame as well as pain: 
The faithleſs:Theſeus by my Siſter's Aid ._. 
The Monſter ſlew, and a ſafe: Conqueſt made : 


IG, 


N 4 Now 
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Now in that Family. my right to faye, 
I am at-laſt vn the ſame terms a Slave : 
' *T'was fatal to my Siſter and to me, 


She lov'd thy Father, but my choice was thee, 
Let Monuments of Triumph then be ſhown 

For two unhappy Nymphs by you undone, 
When firſt our Vows were at Eleufis pay d, 
Wou'd I had in a Cretas Grave been laid ; 
'Twas there thou did(t a perfe Conquelt gain, 
Whilſt Loves fierce Fever rag. in ev'ry vein : 
White was thy Robe,a Garland deck'd thy Head : 
A modeſt bluſh thy comely face oreſpread. 
That Face which may. be terrible 1n Arms, 

But Graceful ſeemd to me, and full of Charms; 
1 love the man whoſe faſhion's leaſt his care, 
And hate my Sexes Coxcombs fine and fair ; 
For whilſt thus plain thy. careleſs Locks let fly, 
Th' nnpoliſh'd form is Beauty 1n my Eye: 
If thou but ride, or ſhake the trembling Dart, 
I fix my Eyes, and wonder at thy Art : 
To 


w—_— " 
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To ſes thee poiſe the Javelin, moves delight, 


And all thou do'ſt is lovely in my fight: 


But ro the Woods thy cruelty. reſign, 
Nor treat it with ſo poor a life ay mine ; 


{ Muſt cold Djave be ador'd alone; 


Muſt the have all thy Vows, and Faw nong 2 
That pleaſure palls if 'tis enjoy d too long, 
Love makes the, weary firm, . the feeble ſtrong., - 
for Cynthia's ſake ynbend and eaſe; thy Bow 3.1/7 | 
Ule ro thy Arm 'cill weak and uſeleſs grow; 
famous was Gephalgs in Wood.and Plain,  \ 
and by him many 4 Boar and. Pard, was flain, - 
et to Aurora's Love be did inglme, © | + 1: 1 
_—_ left 0/4 4ge for Jauth like thine, 7; 
er the ſpreading; ſhades ber Am rons Boy, \.:/ 
The fair Adonis, Fen cou'd dipjoy 4 | 7 & 


: 


| 4tlanta's Love top Meleager ſought, 


And to her Tribute paid of all he caught: © 

& thou and I the next bleſt Sy/on pair : 

Where Love's a Stranger, Woods but Deſarts are. 
Fel) , | With 
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With thee through Jang rous ways didn beſos, 

Tle rove and fearleſs face the dreadful Boar. 
Between two Seas a little /Zhmur lies, 

Where on each ſide the beating Billows rife, 
There in 7razexa' 1 thy Love will meet, 


More bleſt and pleas' d than in my Native Crete. 
As we, could wilt, Old Theſeus is away 
AtTheſaly, where always let him ſtay 

With his'Perithous; whom well I ſee 

Prefer'd above 'Z7ppolytus or me. 

Nor has he only thus expreſt his hate; 

We both have fuffer' d wrongs of mighty weight : ; 
My Brother firſt'he cruelly did-ſlay, 


Then-from my Siſter falſly ran'wsway ; 

And left-expos'd'totev'ry Beaſta' prey. 

A Warlike Queento thee thy being gave, 

A Mother worthy of a Son: fo brave, 

From cruel Theſes yet her death did find, kin F 
Nor though ſhe-gave him Thee; could make him 


Unwedded | | 
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Unwedded too he: murthered her m ſpighr, 
To Baſtardize and R6b.thee of thy'Righr: : 
ind if to wrong thee more, two SonsT've brought, | 
klieve it his, and none'of Phedra's fault ; 

Rather thou faireſt Thing-the Earth Contains, 
Iwiſh at firſt had dy'd-of Mothers pains : 

How canſt thou rey'reace then thy-Father's bed, ..-- 
Toin-which himſelf ſo'AbjeRly. is fled 2.1... ,/..c; 
The thoughr' affrights not me, but.me inflames ;. 7. 


4 Mother and Son are: Notions, very Names 


0f worn out-Piety;,: wſ'faſhion-Then. Fo 
ſhen Old dulliSarurs, rul'd; the Race of Men:,. _ | 
tut braver Jove thought pleaſure was no fin, __ 

lad with his Siſter did. biquſelf, begin... ,_.../,. 
Nearneſs of bloodg;a9d Kindred. beſt we prove, :-- 
When we expreG;iq inthe cloſeſt, Love. + ....... 
Nor need we fear qur Fault ſhou'd-be.reveal'd;_ .. - 
Twill under near: Rglation be.conceal'd, (Crown 


ind all who hear-gur Loves,, with praiſe ſhall, 
1 Mother's kindneſs to a gratcful Son, 


p >7 © 4 


No 
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No ih at Midnight i in the dark to ſtray, ' 2 | 
Tunlock the Gates, and- -Cry,my Love, this way 
Na buſie Spies our-pleaſures to betray. | 
But in one houſe, as heretofore, we'll live, 
In publick kiſſes: take ; in publick, give: 7 
Though in my bed thou'rt ſeen,twill gain applauſe! | 1 
Fromall, whilſt none have fenſe'to-gueſs the Cauſe : $ 
Only make haſte, and let this League be ſignd;. | 1 


, So may my Tyrant Love to thee be kind. 7 
For this F am/an humble Suppliant grown; +. | v 
Now where are all- my boaſts of Greatneſs gone! | j 
I ſwore T'ne're wou'd yield; 'refolv'd to fight, | jr 
Deceiv'd by Love, that's ſeldom in the right « * © | $p 
Now on my own crawl, tockfp thy knees; © {4 
What's decent no true Lover cares or fees: © y 
Shame, like a beaten Souldier, leaves the place, The 

* But Beauties bluſhes ſtill are in my face. Il 
Fargive this fond Confeſſion which 1 make, ' Nh; 


And then ſornepity on my ſuff rings take. 


_—— mw 7. 


Mar though midſt Teas my Father's Empite lies? 


| fove's Famous Iſland, Crete, in Dow'r Te bring, 


for Vemes fake then hear and grant my pray'r,. 


| And every Wood afford thee Game to kill; X 


= | 


PHEDRA to HIPPOLYTUS. 189 


Though my greatGrandfireThunder from the skies? 
What though my Father's Sire in beams dreſt gay 
Drives round the burning Chariot of the day 2 
Their Honour all in me to Love's a ſlave, 

Then though thou wilt not me,their Honour fave : 


And-there ſhall my Z7ppolytus be King : 


» may'ſt thou never Love 2 ſcornful fair ; ; 
ln Fields fo may Diana grace thee Qtill, 


v0 may the Mountain Gods and Satyrs all 

k kind, ſo may the Boar before thee fall, 

v may the water-Nymphs in heat of day, 

Though thou their Sex deſpiſe, thy thirſt allay, | 

Millions of tears to theſe my pray'rsI joyn, ? 

Which. as thou-read'ſt with thoſe dear eyes of | 
Thine, 7 Pp 

Tok that thou ſeeſt the ſtreams that low from 
mine, J 

DIDO 


C——— ————  — 


DIDO 0 ANEAS 
Mr. DRYDEN. | 
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The ARGUMENT. 
Mneas, the Son of Venus and Anchiſes, having, &- 
the Deſtruftion of Troy, ſaved his Gods, his Fas 
ther, .and Son Aſcanins from the Fire, put to\get 
with twenty Sail of Ships, and having been law; 
toſt with Tempeſts,* was at laſt caſt upon the 8hh 
of Lybia, where. ycen. Dido, ( flying from ti 
Cruelty of Pygmalion her Brother, ' who | 
Killed her Hiusband Sichwziws,) had lately b 
Carthage, She. entertained-Hineas aud his F 
with great civility, fell paſſſonately in Love wi 
him, and in the endl denied hins:not the laſt 
wvours. But Mercury. admoniſhing, Aineas to} 
in ſearch of Italy, . (a Kingdom promiſed to 
by the Gods,) he readily prepared to Obey 
Dido ſoon perceived #, .and having in vain tt 
*all other means to ingage him to To, at 'tajs 
Deſpair, writes to him as follows. 3h 


- 


Q on Meander's banks, when death is ig 


' _U The mournful Sway fings her own Elegy. I 
Net Þ 


- 


h {if wl 


Fi Wy! Wn... /}/} 3 oY; 


wo, 
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| 
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Not that I hope, (for oh, that hope were vain IN 


By words your loſt affeQtions to regain ; 

[but having loſt what e're was worth my'care, 
IVhy ſhou'd I fear to loſe a dying pray'r ? 

{Tis then reſolv'd poor Dido muſt be left 

JOf Life, of Honour, and of -Love bereft | 
Thile you, with looſen'd Sails, and Vows, prepare 
Fi To ſeek a Land that flies the Searcher's care. . 


Nor my new Empire, offer'd you in vain. 

Ivilt Walls you ſhun, unbuilt you ſeek ; that Land 
k yet to Conquer ; but you this Command. 
I\ppoſe you landed where your wiſh defign'd, 

| ; Thiok what reception Foreigners wou'd find. 

s Nhat People i is ſo void of commen ſenſe, 

Ito vote ſucceſſion from a Native Prigce? 

Pler there new Scepters and new Loves you ſcek ; 


6 7 26 IE - 


New Vows to plight, and plighted Vows to break. 
When will yourTow'rsthe height of Carthage know? 
Jor when, your eyes diſcern ſuch crowds below ? 

If 


Nor can my. riſing Tow'rs your flight reſtrain, _ 


_ ————— 
Ee eg 
— 
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If ſuch a Town, and Subjes you cou'd ſee, 
Still wou'd you want a Wife who lov'd like me 


F of, oh, I burn, like fires with incenſe bright ; 
Not holy Tapers flame with' purer light : 
ZEneas is my thotights perpetual Theme : 
| Their daily longing, arid their nightly dream 
Yet he ungtateful and obdurate till : 

Fool that I ami to place my heart ſo il! / 

My' felf I cantiot to my ſelf reftore : 

Still 1 complain, and {till I jove him more: 
Have pity, Cupid, on my bleeding heart, 
And pierce thy Brothers with an equal dart. 

| rave: noPcanſt thou Penus offspring be, Th 
Love's Mother cou'd not bear a Son like thee. {| % 
From harden'd Oak, or frotn a Rock's cold womb, im 
At leaſt thou art from ſome fierce Zygreſs come, | Te 
.Or, on rough Seas; from theit foundation torn, 
Got by the winds, andin a Tempeſt born : 

Like that which now thy trembling Saitors fear : 


Like that, whoſe rage ſhou'd ſtill detainthee here | 
Beholl ſ* 


 DIDO to ENEAS. 


Behold How ihigh the Fin Billows ride? 
|} The winds at waves 4t&-vrt the juſter fide: 
1 To Winter weather anda flormy Sea; - 
{ Te owe what rather I'Wou'd owe to'thes."”" 

{ Death thaiidehtv'it frotn Hedved'savenging Laws; 
| far wr lung to beceriie the Cauſe,71514 2uu! 
1 To Gun thy E6v6) if tHOw wil Tek thy Bite; 2 
& oY deat Purchaſe add RP hate. 1 get © 
$9 but/alfede} til the Tempedt ceafe,nm1cls cl: 

And theeid Winds ute talihinto aipedce: 1g 
Mey alt thy rage; like theits'uineonſtant dove! 
and foie gall if thidtd bypawtt in Lover 11 
KnoWiſt thibiſmot yer whad Gaiigers Shiph faſtain, 
_ | Poſteriwiherkdayhany dat I choutempnthe:Mairis 
Which, were itſti6orh, "wete every waveraiſſcep,:. 
Pen thoufatitf forms of deith att in the Devgy”! 

n, h that aby{s the Gods cheir venganceMore, 

© Pt broketi Vows of thefs who fallly Gwore. 

r:. Their winged torrms on Sea-born Fes wait; 

ere, To viridieare- the Tuftice'6/Her State. : 

hold (© © Thas 
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Thus, [ to thee the-means « of lafery. w_ | 
And loſt my ſelf,..wauld. ſtill preſerve. my.Foe. 
Falſe as thou art, I, not: thy death deGGgn-: 

O rather live.to, be.the cauſe of mine! . 

Shourd ſome avenging ſtorm thy Veſlel-tear, - 
(But Heav'n, forbid: my.,words ſhou'd Omen. bear,) 
Then; imthy facethy,perjur'd Vows wou'd fly ; 5 
And my wrongd Ghoſt be preſent 40:thy. eye. , | 
Withthrearmog looks,chink thou bebold:'ſt me ſtare, 
Gaſping my.mouth,: agddorted ally; hair, 
Thendbqu'd forkd Lightaing and.red Thunder alk 
What.coud'ſt: thou 6y,..þys 1 deſery/di fag, all: 
Leſtghiq ſhould bappeg,,,make not haſte away, ., | , 
To-ſhunthe danger will be worth'thy Nay. F 
Have pityzon thy :$00,.;if, not on-Mme: ...- FEELS © y 
My deagh;alone is guilt enough for thee... .._ 
What has his-youtb,. what have thy Gods deſerv6 
To {ink-in-Szas, who were irom fires preſerv'd? | Th 
But neither Gods nor Parent didſt thou, bear,” ., 7], 


(5mooth Stories all, to-pleaſe a; Womans car): | |; 
_ 
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Falſe was the thle of thy KOminrick life ore 
Nor yet altff thy'firſt defuded Wife," 07 
Left to piffaing Foes Crea/Iſtay'd, 1iymvd 2s!.- 


By thee, *baſErhan; ſoffaken arid bale © 7 


fall; 


This, when thou told'ſt'in&Anick noir 

Thar fach requital' follow'# Rich deſert. Ley 201 
Not dot tBar the Goat For Chis? xs: 
Sev'n- 6 Winters kept hes rating ng on ths ds. © If 

Ep "tis Shore, PREG2 © 

Thy ef ad fitred to "BY 4 Cri and "BE. na 

To harbour 'Sitangers) fubt88r rhe diftreft,” " 

Was kind &8dph ; but 88 Kind inkvart” 

Curſt be th&Cave wh AHY ruin n BF6ught : 

Nhere, freiti the tbrmhe®oininon Thelttr (ought! 

A dreadfut towling &choY round the place, | 


* [The Mootift#iNyimiptis. theught 1, ny" Nuptials 


[thought 16 Uhien, bur 5p t50 late rho GH 


; The Furies yelf'd my Funerats From belols.* 
"10 Chaſtiry"kHd violard Fare) (HT 


ittyoir dues to my defd Hisband' Siriret” : 
O 2 A 
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* 
CO 
_—— — ——— 


Me woe  _—_— 


By Death h redeem mp mapWation loſt 31 $7 2£w Mg? 
And to hi#Arms eſtar my gvilty Ghoſt. ;-» -. 
Cloſe by my Palace, ta Glpomy Grove. . 
Is raisd a Ghappel to. my Marderd: Love. - 
_ There. .weeſeb'd with/boyghyand wool fs for 
The pious Monument, of Antful\bages; :- Ko el 
Laſt night, os thought beoald we rom che dans 
And thrice, with hollow yoice, cry d, Dideggome,, 
She comey ; thy, Wig: uy, lawful ſummons, hears; | 
But comes, more flowly,clog'd vichconſrionsfears 
Forgive whe wrong I offer'd t a thy. bed, i691: of 
Strong were his Charms, þo.my weak faith milk. 
His 6 oddels Mother, ads: aged Sitez, 47 1, 
Bora, oo.bis beck, .djd.go.my. fall conſpir; - \\1 
O ſuch he ie lh and 1s, (that were be EG i. on / 
Withous alu I.mjehs bis Lovermetioec), Ir [I 
Bucepuel Stars my Birthday, did AKfenfy =. ct! | Te 
And as my Fortune ppen'd, IF; myſt ond. SI of 
My plighted Lord wag gt the, Altar Oginy ii); 


Whoſe wealth was mage my. bloody Br ether. we | 
Friend: P 


f s 
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Friendicks and. folloW'd by the Murtfters" _ , 
To foreign Countries F remov'd thy Fitw< 15 

| And hert; 4 foppliant, fri the Natives - 
| Thoughtthe pgroundon which my-Ciry '(tsnds. 7 
ic With all the Coaſt that ſtretches to tho Sev; © 7 
s, Ev'n to the friendly Port that ſheltred thet: 

If, Then raisd theſe Walls, which mount icro-the Ai, 
e | At once my Neighbours wonder, and their fear.* 
15g | Fornow they/Arm;and foundine Leaguegare made, 
ars |} My ſcarce eftabliſh's Empire to invade! A 

| To Man my new built Walls © muſt prepare, | 
An helpleſs Women,” arid unskill'd in Wer: 

Yet thqufand Rivals to' my Love pretend; © 

iq And for my perſon world my Crown defend: 

+{, } I Whoſe faring Votes in ofte complaint agree; 

- vi YThat each unjaltly is/difdain'd for thee. 

:\]To proud Hyarbas give me up a prey; 

” .j"7 I (For that miſt follow, if thou go'ſt away:) 

7 0IPrto my Husband's Murd'rer leave my life ; 
gains [That to the Hirbind he may add the'Wiſe. 


Ca ws I 


T O 3 Go 


0 


198 OQVIDs #81S$11f8. 


Go.then, ;-{mce.no comphaints.can move rhy; mind : 
Go perjurd-Man, but;legve.thy, Gods behind. - 
Touch:not.thaſe Gadsby, whom thou art-forfworns 
Who-will in impious.handsno more be born. | 
Thy Sacrilegious worſhip! they diſdain;! : 
And rather wou'd the Grecias fires ſuſtain. 
Perhaps my greateſtſhame-is ſtill to'come ; 
And part-of; thee. lies hid within my womb. 
The Babe unborn mult periſh by thy hate, 
And Periſh guiltleſs in his Mother's fate. - -. 
Some God,thou ſay ſt,thy*Voyage does command; 
Wou'd the ſameGod had barr'd thee from my Land. 
The fame, I: doubt nor, thy departure ſteers, 
Who kept thee out at Sea ſo many. years. 
Where thy long labqurs were a price fo great, 
As thou to purchaſe 7roy would | not repeat. 
But 7yter now thou ſeek'{t ; to be ar beſt, 
When there arriv'd, a poor precarious Gueſt. 
Yet it deludes thy ſearch : perhaps it will 
To thy Old Age lie yadiſcover'd till. 


dt 


 *, | So may thy 7 rejans, who are yet alive, /-- 


B- 
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A ready Crown and Wealthy in Dow'r I bring, 
And without conquering, -here thou artgzKing, 
Here thou to:Carthage may'ſtrransfer thy Troy; 
Here young Aſcanius roay his'Arms imploy : 
And, while we live fecure:in ſoft repoſe, 

Bring many Laurels-home from conquer'd Foes. 
By Cupids Arrows, 1 adjure thee ſtay ; 

By all the Gods,,' Companions of thy way. 


Live ſtill, ' and: with no future: Fortune ſtrive : / 
% may thy Youthful Son: old age attain, - - , 
And thy dead Father's bones'in peace remain, | 

As thou hatft' pity on unhappy me, 

Who know no Crime, but too much Love of thee, 
[am not born from fierce Achifes Line : 

Nor did my Parents agaiaſt 7roy.combine, 

To be'thy./Wife, if 1 uaworthy prove, 

by ſome inferior name admit my Love. 

To be ſecur'd of ſtill poſſeſſing, thee, 

Nhat wou'd 1.do, and what wau'd I nor be. 

O 4 Oar 


Our Zybias Coaſts their ctrcain ſeaſons know, 
- When freegfrom Tempeſts Paſſengers may go. 

- But now. with Northern blaſts the\Billows roar, 
And drive the. floatingi Sea-weed: $02the- Shore. 
Leave to my -care the time to-fail away 5: 
When-ſfafe, I will not fuffer-theero fley.c07 / 
Thy weary Men wowd'be with.eafe :content;; © 
Their Sailsare tatter'd, and their Mafts are-ſpetit':/ 
If by no merit 1 thy-mind carr move, « /- 
What thou deny ft my: Merit, give my: Love. - 
Stay, till Þlearn my loſs to' undergo; 
And-give: me time to-ſtruggle with my woe. 
If not: know this, 1 will.not ſuffer:long, 
My life's to0 oachſorn, and my love too ſtrong, 
Death holds my Pen, and dictates what I fay; : | 
While crofs my lap thy Trojan Sword I lay. 
My tears flow down; the ſharp edge cuts their flood, - 
And drinks my ſorrbvs, that muſt drink my blood. 
How well thy gift does with my Fate agree / 


My Funeral pomp 1s cheaply made by thee. 


To, 


—_— 
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To no new wounds my boſom } diſplay ; 

The Sword but enters where Love tnade the way. 
But thou, dar Site, and yet deer tified, | A 

Shatd my cold aſhes to their 'Urnattend. © © © * 

Sicheus Wife, let not the Fi __ 

loſt that Title when 

This ſhort tripe n Cn let if 

* Unhappy Dido lies in quiet om 

* The cauſe of death,and Sword by which ſhe dy'd, 


* Eneas gave: there her my” 6 "\ 
4 | s - | [i J 


. [ LE d - PIs 
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——» —_—_ 
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By another H a xo. 


———_— 
——— 


O, in unwonted Notes, when ſure todie, 
> The mournful Swas ſings her own Elegy. 
I do not hope by this to change my Fate, 

Since Heaven and you are both reſolv'd to bate. 
Robb'd of my Honour, 'tis no wonder now 
That you diſdain me when I meanly ſue; 


Deaf 


- 
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Deaf to my Pray rs, that you reſolve to go, 


And leave th'unhappy you bave renders fo. | 
You and your Love, the Winds away muſt bear,. 
Forgot isall that-you fo oft did ſwear ; 

With cruel haſte to diſtant Lands you fly, 

Yet know not whoſe chey are, . nor where they lie, 
On Carthage and its rifing Walls you frown, ; 
And ſhun a Scepter, which is now. your own ; 
All you have gain'd, you proudly docontemn, 
And fondly. ſeek a fancied, Diadem../ 

And ſhould you reach at laſt this promis'd Lond. 
Who'll give its Power into a Stranger's hand ? 


| Another eafie Dido do you ſeck? 


And new Occaſions new made Vows to break? 

When-can-you Walls like ours of Carthage build, 

And ſee your Streets. with crowds of Subjects fill'd 2 

But rho' all this Succeeded to your mind, 

v0 true a Wife no ſearch cou'dever fing. 
Scorch'd.up with Loves fierce fire my Life does 

Like Incenſe on the flaming Altar caſt, (waſte, 

All 
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All day ntds wilks befoie ay Hoke; py 
In all my Dfeains f ſee hin every night :- WG: 
But fee filth Milunprateful as before,” 7 151 
And ſuch as, if Teould, I ſhotild/abhor. 

But the ſtrong Flame burtis on #painft my will, '/ 
I call him Falfe,'but Love the Trayror ill» © 
Goddeſs of L&ve, that #ll 'rhis World 2dore ! 
And ſhall thy Son ſlight thy Almighty power 

His Brother's ſtubborn Soul Ier Capid move, 
Teach me to hate, or hitti to therit Love! 

But the Impoſtor! his high Bi#th did feign, - 
(Tho' to that'tale his Face did'credit gain,) 

He was not born of Yen, who could prove 

So cruel, and ſo faithleſs in his Love. 

From Rocks or Mountains he deriv'd his'Bireh 1 
Fierce Wolves or Savage Tygers brought him Ren 
Or elſe he ſprung from the Tempeſtuous _ 4 
To which fo eagerly he flies again. 04 
How dreadfal the contending Waves appear! 


Theſe winter ſtorms by force would keep you here: 
* TT" 


The 


| Sill che. dear Cauſe, of 9 mg UlsL clove, 
And my laſt words hleav/n for;your-fafety moyes 
| That your.falſe, Flightzmay not/as faral be--..© 2. 
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The FRET vo kintics andthe Winds: more tritt ! 


| Ley me ow them, tbat-1-wouldopW to! you. | 


You'll-ſhew your: hatred at 'tob dara rate, ic 

[f to fly av, - y0u:tun 00 certain ater : 11 
Stay only gill thele raging Temptſts.ceale; ./;1') 

And breeding Fa{cyads-ath my: fears releaſe. +: / 
Theg you. perhaps: may Rhaogs Fajr oraeh mind, 
Arg,yau 09k Ward by. Bll youlne fel, and ſend + 
And will :you. F908, ql fairbleG Floods again? 


Tho' 'twereicalm/riowycit woult: riovlong' be to, / 


Think, to whae:diftant\Coudtyics you ulould gu. | 
There's got 0ng Gad Wha wilkt hav Velſol/ bleſs; 


Which. lies .06.freuds./and- Perjutiewoppreſs ee 
The Se: let gvery: faithiefs! Lower fear, | W $ 101 


The Querg af Lo94x0fa thence, and Goveros there 


* = 
$% "1 


To you, as your difſembled Love to mie. 


w_ But 
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' Bur in yeh Gent when'the huge Biliws - 


(Tt unlucky Omen may kind Heaven controul, 
Think what diſtraQted thoughts will fl your ſoul. - 
You'll then rernember every i'broken Vow; 
With horrout' think on Murd'red' Dido too: 
My Ghoſt all pale and Ghaſtly ſhall be there, "/ 
Wits oral wounds ftill bleedifig Te appeafi”'! 
Then you' will owh what t6fuch Crimes is Yue? 
ART think exc Flaſh of Lightning aim'd at” you, 
Your crveFFkight till the'hextealm delay,” bl 
Yor quiet paſſage will reward: your _ "of 
| beg not for my ſelf,: but Janotjoyn - 7 Eniflft 
The Guilt bf'Four 4/exe;w Death to mine. © *72f! 
What has:youriSon, whatheve' your Gods deferv'® 
For a worſe Fate were they from\flames PreferV'd) 
Bat{ure'yow-neither ſav'd them'from the Fire, of NE 
Nor on your ſhoulders bore your aged Sire: * | oe 
 But'did contrive' that ſtory; 'to deceive + VM Jer. 


A Queen, 16 fond; fo willing #0 believe;'*! !» 


In YV” 
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Your ready rongue'told many 2 pleaſing he, {11 


Nor did it practiſe firſt theſe cheats'on'me;1* © / 
You by like Arts did! fair. Creuſ@ gain, f 
And 'then forſook her with a like difdain :+ - 1707 1 
I've wept to:hearyou'ltell chat (Ladicy/Fateg': 7c 
My elf :now: juſtly-more-unforranare; |) 20! ” 
Tis to revenge: thee Crimes the GodsEngagh,  ' 
And-make.you wander out. your-weetohed: A 
A. Shipwraokid-wtraxth Þkindjy; dideneceive,\/ 
My wealth and-Ceoxth ito handsnakngwn did gue! 
Had I ſtop'd-there;;1/had beenfredafrom hainey T 
And-had. riot: aindaty.dlearadſpanſets' Fame: 'i/ 
Heaven to betray ,my;Hongur 1d: c0mply; [i247 0 
When thugdenapd þlack clouds filld all ade 
And. made. us to; the fatal, ſhelter fly., .., | 
The Furies, howl d. and; dire Es . 4 bh 
And ſhrigking Nymphs forſook the guiley Cave, i 
[ cannot.) live: that, Crime torments me.ſo, ..... + 


Yet full of ſhame to, my Sichew, go... 114 114 
TIDES 8 | \IP'$1 JIGIS cid Ca. 44 il > 3446 LY wi [1 2: ba& 
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In a fair. Tzmple;built by-$kiltul hands, 
A Sacred: Image of; Sicheua: tans; T5 
With ſnowy Fleecagdreft, and Garlands:Crown'd, : 
From thenes. oflats I've heardadifmal ſound:! | | 
Four times he-callÞ me: with:a hollow Voice, l 
My looſn'd Joynts ſtill eremble.at: he Noi ! 
My dearsſt'Loedyour Samatons:b obey, + 
'Tis Biarge 65 theet Fou'trakes this ſhort delay: "' 
Yer ſuckra-Temjrer hight rhe Crime excuſe, 
His Hedvenly:Hacrziand all thig-folkemn Vous //!/ 
Therbeſt of Fathersthe moſt pious:San} /:! | 
Whorou'd fuſpyb be; whortuch:chigs hadedobe/ 
Can lid ted vl "Ele parte cf Eife;; 7 00H 


id fave DerkolAr 2 Phinkefabdie Wite's n1lY 
d he tiot withithd' faith” Soafl! tuft Wn" 
He had defervT.H6 HL riy Be abi Throne? 1 2" 1 
: InTfy HAN Y Bath What! earch hifi peace? | 
And my nijsf6trunes with my years increbf6l'”* | | 
My Husband's bog was by wy Hhurher mite,” n 


__ Rill his wealth rewards the proſperous. Guilt 
” Theol 
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Through ways unknown a dangerous Aight I take, 


' His aſhes and my Native Soil forfake; 


Here ſheltred from my Brother's Cruelty, 


I bought this Kingdom, which I gave to thee. 


My City. did in Glory daily riſe, 


Which all my Neighbours ſaw with envious eyes. 


And forge againſt unfiniſh'd walls prepare, 
Threatning a helpleſs Woman with a War. 


Thoſe many Kings, who djzd my Bed deſire, 


Now to revenge their ſlighted Love conſpire. 


_ Go on, my People are at your Command, 


Give me up bound to ſome fierce Rival's hand: 


Aſſiſt my cruel Brother's black deſign, 


Drunk with Sichews blood, he thirſts for mine. 


But then pretend to Piety no more, 
The falſe, and perjur'd all the Gods abhor. 


Evn thoſe you ſnatch'd from 7 roy'sdevouring flame, 


Aregriev'd that from ſuch hands their ſafety carne. 


A growing Infant in' my Womb you leave, 
Of your whole felf, you cannot me bereave. 


P | You 


210 OVID EPISTLES. 


DE ——— 
a 
cm 
” 


You kill not Dido only if you go, 

The guiltleſs and unborn you-Murder too. 

With me a new unknown 4ſcanizs dies, - 

Tho' deaf to mine, yet think you hear his cries. 
But 'tis the God Commands, and you obey, ; | 


Ah! wou'd that he who now fotbids you ſtay, 
Had never'led your ſhatter'd fleet this way ! 
And now this God commands you out again, 
T endure another Winter on the Main ! 

Scarce Troy reſtor'd toall her ancient ſtate, "- 
Were worth the ſeeking at ſo dear a rate. | 
Ceaſe then through ſuch vaſt dangers to purſue 
A place, which, bur in Dreams, you never knew, | | 
In fearch of which, you your beſt years may waſt, | 
And come a ſtranger there, and oldar laſt. 
See at your feet a willing people lies, 

And do not offer'd wealth,” and-power deſpiſe. . © | | 
Fix here the Reliques of unhappy Troy, | By 
| And in ſoft peace, all you have fav'd enjoy. 
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Bit if new dangers your great Soul defires, 


If thirſt of fame your Son's young breaſt inſp pires, 


You'll ſrequear Tryals here for Valour find, 


' Our: Neighbours are as rough as we are kind. 
' By your dear Father's Soul | beg your ſtay, ) 


By the Kind Gods who hither bleſt your way, 
And by your Brother's dart, which all obey. J | 
So may white Conquelt on your Troops aitend, 


- Andall your loog Misfortunes here take end. 


So with tus years may your Son's hopes increale | 


$o may Archiſes aſhes reſt in peace. 


Some pity tet a ſuppliant Princeſs move; | 


Whole only fault was an Exceſs of Love. | 


\ Tam! not ſprung from any Grecian Race; 


None of my blood did your -lov'd Troy deface; 
Yet if your pride think ſuch a Wife a ſhame, 5 
Il Sacriftce my Honour to my fame; 


] And meer your Love by a leſs glorious name. - 


[ know the dangers of this Stormy Coaſt; 
How many Ships have on our ſhelves beer loſt. 
P = Theſ-- 


k 


'Twill ſoon, the Life you've made uncaſie, take: 
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Theſe winds Fave driv'n the floating Sea-weed ſo, 
That your intangled Veſel cannot. go. | 

Do not attempt to put to Sea ir vain, 

Till happier Gales have clear'd your way athin. 


"Truſt me to watch the calming of the Sea, 


You ſhall not then, tho' you defiv'd it, ſtay. 
Beſides your weary Seamen reſt deſire, 

And your torn fleet new rigging does require. 
By all I ſuffer, all I've done for you, 

Some little reſpite to my Love allow. 


Time and calm thoughts may teach me how to bear 


That lofs, . which now alas 'tis Death to hear. 

But you reſolve to force me to my grave, 

And are not far from all that you wau'd have. 
Your Sword before me, whilſt I write, does lie, 


 Andby it, if I write in vain, I die. 


Already ſtain'd with many a falling tear, 


It ſhortly ſhall another colour wear. 


You never cou'd an apter preſent make, 


_ But 
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4 But this poor breaſt has felt your Wounds before, 
Slain by your love, your ſteeſhas now no power. 
Dear guilty Siſter, do not you deny | 
- | The laſt kind Office tomy Memory ; 
{ But do not on my Funeral Marble joyn, 

Much wrong'd Sichgus Sacred Name with mine. 
Þ © Of falſe Znecas let the Kone complain, | | ? 


| © That Dido cou'd not bear his fierce diſdain, 
- | 7 But by his Sword, and her own hand was ſlain. 


| 2 C302 + 
 BRISETS"# ACHILLES. | 
1, The ARGUMENT. » 
In the War of . Troy, Achilles having taken and 
_ Sack d Chrynefwmm;i1o4 Tows 7n. the. Lyrneſian 
Conntry,-. amongst . bis other Booty, be took tmy 
' very fair Women, Chfycis, 4nd Briſeis : Chry. 
ſeis he* preſented-te: King AgamemoQo, ard Rri- 
feis he reſerved for himſelf. Agamemnon after 
fome tinle was forced by the Oracle to reſtore 
Chryſeis to her Father, who was one of the Prief 
of Apollo: Whereupon the King by violence t 
away Brifeis frem Achilles ; at which Achilles i»: 
cens'd, left the Camp of the Grecians, and prepa* | 
red to Sail home ; in whoſe abſence the Trojans pre- Þ * 
wailing upbn the Grecians, Agamemnon was com- } 
pelld to ſend Ulyſſes, and others to offer him rich Þ 
Preſents, and Briſeis, that he would return again | 
to the Army : But Achilles with diſdain rejetted I 
'themal. This Letter therefore is written by Bri- Þ- 
feis, 70 move him that he would receive her, and Þ 
return to the Grecian Camp. | --+ 


Hap Brifeis in a foreign Tongue cat 1 
And, 
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| © And yet theſe blots, which by my tears are-made, |. 
{ Above all words, or writing ſhou'd perſwade: 
- Subjects (I know) muſt nor'their Lords accuſe ; 
| Yer prayers and tears we lawfully may"uſe. 
- When raviſh'd from your Arms, 1 was the' prey 


+ 8 | Of Agamemmon's arbitrary ſway; 

” Tgrant, you mult at laſt have leſt the Field, _ 
y= | But; fora Lover, you too ſoon-did yield: 

rt 


A Warrier's gloty it muſt oceds diſgrace, _ + 
ore Ar the firſt ſummons to yield up the place. ; 
hr "The Enemies themſelves, no leſs no'lefs than], 

in- | Stood wondring at-their eafie Victory ; 

P" | Thaw their lips in whiſpers ſoftly move, - 

this the Man fo fam'd for 4rms, and: Love > 
W Alas] Achilles, '*isnot'ſo-we'part *. - 

| what we love, and'what is near our heart. 


'No healing kiſſes to my grief you gave; | 
'Youturn'd meoff, an nnregatded ſlave.. 
' Was it your rape, that did your love ſuppreſs ? 
het =. love Briſeis more, and hate Atrides leſs! 
E P 4 | He 
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He is not born of a true Zero's Race; 


__ Who lets his fury of his Love take place. 
Tygers, and Wolves can fight: Love is the Teſt, 
Diſtinguiſhing the Hero from the Beaſb. 

Alas! when I was from your boſom forc'd, 


I felt my body from-my ſoul divorc'd.; 
A deadly paleneſs overſpread my face ; ' 

| Sleep left my eyes, and to my tears gave place : 
I tore my hair, and did my: death decree ; 
Ah! learn to part with what you love, from me. 
A boldeſcape I often did eſſay, 
But Greeks, and Trojans too, block'd up the way : 
Yet tho a tender Maid could not break throw, 
Methinks, Achilles ſhould not be fo flow: 


Achilles, once the thunderbolt of War, $ 
The hope of Conquering Greece, and 7; roy sdeſpair,, -] T 
Mein his Rival” s Arms can he behold 2 A 
And is his Courage with his Love grown cold ? A 
But I confeſs, that my negle&ed Charms In 
Did not deſerve the Conqueſt of your Arms ; Y, 


There- 


Cr, 


Therefore the Gods did by an eaſter way, 

' Our wrongs attone; and damages repay : 
Ajax with Phenix and Ulyſſes bring 
Humble ſubmiſſions from their haughty King: 
The Royal Penitent rich Preſents ſends, 
The ſtrongeſt Cement. to piece broken friends. 
When Pray'rs well ſeconded with Giftsare ſent, 
Both mortal, and immortal Powers relent, 


Twenty bright Veſſels of Corinthian Braſs, 


& Their Sculpture did the coſtly Mine ſarpaſs; 
$ &ven Chairsof State of the fame Arr, and Mould, 


And twice five Talents of perſwafive Gold. 
Twelve fiery Steeds: of the Epiriaz breed, 
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{ Matchleſs they are for beauty, and for ſpeed; _ 


Six Lesbian Maids (but theſe I well cou'd ſpare) 
Their Iſland Sack'd, theſe were the General's ſhare; 


And laſt a Bride, (ah! tell 'em I am thine) 
At your own choice out of the Royal Line: 


With theſe they ofter me: But, might I chuſe, Fo 


You ſhou'd take me, and all their gifts refuſe: 


But 
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But me and thoſe you ſullenly reje& ; 

What have I done, to merit this negle@ > 

Is it that you, and Fortune joyntly vow, 

Whom you make wretched, ſtill to keep them ſo 2 


Your Arms my Country did in aſhes lay, 

My Houſe deſtroy, Brothers and Husband (lay : 
It had been kindneſs to have kill'd me too, 
Rather than kill me with unkindneſs now. 

With Vows as faithleſs, as your Mother Sca, | 


You loudly promis'd, that you wou'd to me, 
Country, and Brothers, and a Hwband be. 

And is it thus that you perform your Vow, 
Even with a Dowry to reje&t me too ? 

Nay, fame reports that with the next fair wind, 
Leaving your Honour, Faith, and me behind, 
You quit our Coaſts :. Before that fatal hour, 
May thunder ſtrike me, or kind Earth devour ! 
I all things, but your abſence can endure ! 


That's a diſeaſe, which Death muſt only cure. 
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If to Achaza you will needs return, 


Leaving all Greece your ſullen rage to mourn. - 


Place me bur in the number of your train, 
And I nofervile Office will diſdain : 
If I'm deny'd the Honour of your Bed, 
Let me at leaſt be, as your Captiveled: 
Rather than baniſh'd from your Family 

I will endure another Wife to ſee 

A Wife to make the great Aacian Line, 
Like Starry Heaven, as numerouſly ſhine; 


That ſo your ſpreading Progeny may prove 
Worthy of 7heti, and their Grandfire ove. 
Let me on her an humble Hand-Maid, wait 
On her, þecauſe to you ſhe does relate. | 
[ fear (I know not why) that ſhe may be, 
Than to her other Maids, more harſh to me: 


But you are bound to guard your Conquer'd ſlave, 


And to maintain the Articles you gave : 
Yet ſhould you yield to her 1 1mperious _ 


Do what you. will, but turn me Bot away. 
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———— 


—DC 


But why ſhould you depart 2 the King repents; 


The Greciar Army wants you in their Tents : 
You conquer all, conquer your paſſion too ; 
Or elſe with Z7eFor, you will Greece undo. 
Take Arms (Zacides) but firſt take me, 
Your juſter rage.let routed 7rojans ſee. | 


For me begun, for me your anger end ; 
The faultI caus'd, let me have pow'r to mend. 


In this to me you may with Honour yield, 
Rul'd by his. Wife, Oenides took the field. 
His Mother's Sacred Curſes him diſarm'd, 
But by his Wiye's more pow'rful Spells uncharmd, - 

His armour once put off, he buckles on, 
And fights and conquers For his Calidos : 

That happy Wife prevail'd, why ſhou'd no [ wi 
But you that Title, and my Power deny : 
Titleand Power, and all ambitious ſtrife 
Of being call'd | your Miſtreſs, or your Wife, 
I quietly lay down ; but I muſt have: 

This Claim allow d, to be your. faichful Slave. 


L:( Alas their Tomb Lyrnefian Ruines are) 


—— ”" OT 4 - 


To Midnight Revels, Marches in the Field. 


! Who for, and with their Country bravely fell ; , 
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I by thoſe dread, ill-cover'd aſhes ſwear, 


Of my. dead Spouſe, and by each Sacred Ghoſt . 
Of my three Brothers bonourably loſt, | | | 


By all that's awful both in Heav'n, and Hell: 
Arid laſt of all by thine own head, and mine, 


Whom Love, tho' parted now, did ſometimes joyn, 


That I, preſerve my Faith entire and chaſte; 
That I no foreign love, or pleaſure taſte ; 
That no aſperſon can my Honour touch ; 
O! that Achiles too coud fay as much ! 
Some think he mourns for me ; but.others ſay,” ; 


In Loves ſoft joys he melts his hours away ; . 


That ſome new Miſtreſs with Circea» Charms 
Has lockt him up in her laſcivious arms, 

And fo transform'd from what he was before, 
That he will fight for Greece or Me no more. | 
The Trumpet now to the ſoft Lute muſt yield: 


He 
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He whom of late Greece, as her Mars, adot'd ; 
He, on whioſe Maſſic Spear, and glittering Sword 
The fates, arid death did wait, that mighty Man 
Now weilds a Busk, and brandiſhieth a Fx. 
Avert it Heaven ! can kie be only brave 

To walte my Country, not his own to ſave? 
And when his Arms my Farhily mow'd down; 
Loſt he his ſting, and ſo became a Drone 3 

Ah! cure theſe fears ; and let me have the pride; 
To fee your Javelin fixt in Hedor's ſide. 

O! that the Greciavs would ſerid me to try, 

If | could make ygur ſtubborn heart comply : 
Few words I'd uſe, all ſhould be ſighs, and tears; 
And looks, and kiſſes, mixt with hopes, and fears: 
My Love like lightning tfiro' my Eyes ſhou'd fly, 
And thaw the Ice, which round your heart does lic: 
Sometimes my Arms about your neck I'd throw; 
And then imbrace your kriees and humbly bow : 


There is more eloquence in tears, and kifles, 
Than ia the ſmooth Harangues of ſly /Hyſſes': 


That | 
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That noifie Rhetorick of a twanging tongue, 

| Serves but to lug the heavy Crowd along: 

But Souls with Souls ſpeak only by the Eye, 
And at thoſe Windows one another ſpy: _ 
Thus, than your Mother Sea rais'd with the wind 
More fierce, I wou'd compoſe your ſtormy mind . 
| And my Love ſhining on my tears that flow, 
Shou'd make a Rain-bow, and fair weather ſhow. 

So dreams my Love. Ah! come, that I may try, 
If I can turn my Dream. to Prophecy. 

Fo may your Pyrrhus live to equalize 

His Grandfire's years, his Father's Vieories. 


Let me no longer pin'd in abſence lie ; 

Rather than live without you, let me die: 

My heart's already cold, and death does ſpread 
flis livid paleneſs ore my lively red. 

My Life hangs only on the ſlender hope, 

That your reviving Love your rage will ſtop. 

f that ſhou'd fail, let me not linger on, 

but let that Sword (to mine, ah ! too well known) 
Me 
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Me to my Brothers, and my Husband ſend ; 
Your hand'began, [your hand'the work muſt end. 
But why' fach cruelty > come then, and fave 
Afflited Greece, and:me your humble Slave. 

| How much: more decently might you imploy 
Your ill-ſpent' Rage againſt Neprunian 7roy.! 
Then furl-your Sails, once more your Anchors caſt: 
Leave not your/Country, nor your honour blaſt. 
But-go or ſtay; with you T'ought to move, 
Made yours by Right of 'War, and Right of Love. 
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DFEIANIRA 


HERCULES. 
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WP 


e. 
| Heindirs- having heard that Hercules was fables 


1A 


_— 


The ARGUMENT 


in Lowe with Tole 4 Captive; and at the ſame 
time that he was dying by a poyſoned Shirt ſhe 
bad preſented him with, and had been told 

ould recover a. loſt es + betwixt diſdain 
and anger for the firſt, and grief and deſpair 
for the latter,” ſhe writes the folowing- Lines to het 


 Husband, 


'M pleas'd with the ſuccefs your Valour pave; 
'But grieve the Vidor is his Captive's ſlave: - 


This unexpeRed News ſoon flew to me, 
| (And with your former Life does ill agree. 


Q Con- 
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Contioua} Adtigns nor, ct June hate, 


Nere bug whom 1d: o i capri Fate: 

Euryſtheus this, this po oh s Wife deſign, 
Laugh at your weakneſs, and theſe tears of mine ; 
Burt Jupiter, hop ter things when te x 
To make this Hero,” thade one night of ul 
Venus has hurt you more by her ſoft Charms, 


Than angry Juno that imploys your Arms ; 
She by depreſſing you, c8 raisd you the more, 
The other treads'on you, whom you adore. | 
You've freed the World from erqublers of Mankind, | ; 
All rhirgsfubmit to your Heroick' "ting: 7 
You make\che Seas ſecure, the Farth.have reſt; I 
"Your mighty Name fills both the Eaſt and Weſt: 

Heaven, that muſtbear you, . you did bear before, 
When weary Atlas did your aid implore. 
Yet for all this the greater is your ſhame, 


| | 
if with, mcan ats you ſtain your Glorious Name'- 
You killd two Serpents with your Infant hand,” Jy, 
Which then gelerv'd. Fove's Sgepter ta Command- '. fy, 
Your 


_— 
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Your laſt deeds differ ſro YORHfrlt ſucces,” 


The Infaiit nakes the Marl ip}/ear the leſs, * 
No Savage Beaſts; nor fierter Etlemies,””f * © 


- Cou'd conquer hith whoity 1,3V6 d&'s now farprise. 


Some think my Mairiage'a great” HaþþTN0, —— 
Being Joves Davphter, Wiſs of gig uw —_ 
But as ExttGhitif'do very "tl dpfre)® © 0 BD 
The Greatneſs bf my HusbiniPTſehs re; * 

This ſeeminZ Honour gives's 2 Portal wound : 
Among ft 6it Equals HupPinef WiGnd: x 


| Athome in quict 1 they their Lives Gjoy ; © 
| Tamults, and Wars, do ll his dirs iniptoy ! - 


This abſence makes me fo hee ce] INS 
toy your ply ar too deir'a'rite.”” Hort 
weary Heaven With Vee Mts andre 
leſt you ſhou'd fall by Beaſts, or Enemies. * | | 
When you allaylt* a Lion, or wild Bear, _—_ 
You hazard much, but 1 till hazard more. 
trange Dreams and Viſions ſet before mine Eyes, 
he dangers that attend your Vidtories. * © 
Q 2 Un- 
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Unhappy I to vain Reportsgive Far, 

Then vainly hope, -and then as vaialy fear, 

Your abſent Mother bluſhes ſhe pleas d Jove, 
Amphitryas abſent, and the. Son you loye. 

T ſee Eariftbeus has contriv'd your Fate, . 

And will make uſe of Jux0's reſtleſs hate. 

This I cou'd bear, did you love nong but me, 
But you are Amorous of all you kp-; _— 
Yet Omphale does now inrage me uy 
Than all the Beauties you admir'd before. mt 
Meander's Streams have ſeen hoſe ſhoulders wear: 
Rich Chains, that Heayinasa ſmallyeight did bean 
But were you.not aſhamed tobehold (Gold, 
Thoſe Arms weigh'd down with. Jewels, and wali 
That made the fierce Neweax Lion dye, 

And wore his Skin to ſhew.the Victory ? 

When like a Woman you did dreſs. your. hair, 
Lawrel had been for you a fitter wear. 

As wanton Maids, you thought.it was.no ſhame: 
To wear a Saſh to pleaſe your haughty Dame. 

: Fierce 
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Fierce Diomedes was not inf your mind, 

That fed his blody Horſes with mankind : 
Did but Bafiris ſee this ſtrange diſguiſe, 
The conquer'd would the Conqueror deſpiſe. 


Auteus would retrieve his Captive State, 


| And ſcorn a Victor ſo effeminate. 


Among the Grecian Virgins you fit down, 

And ſpin, and tremble at a Woman's frown 2 . 

A Diſtaff not 2 Scepter fills that Hand, | | 

That Conquer'd all things, and did all Command. 
Then in her preſence you do trembling ſtand, 

And fear a blow as death; from her fair hand ; 
And to regain her favour you reveal 0 
Thoſe glorious Actions you ſhould then conceal. 
How you that ſtrange and fruitful Serpent ſlew, 
That by his wounds more fierce and ſtronger grew. 


How when you fought, you never loſt the ficld, 
but made great Kings and cruel Monſters yield. 
And can you boaſt or think of things fo great, 
Now you wear Silks, and are with Jewels ſet 2 


Q3 
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Theſe aftions and; that Garb do difagtee, ; 194 iſs 
So ſoft a dreſs' dos giveyour Tongue the lie. 
Your Miſtreſs too puts.on;your Conquring Arms, 
And makes you-ſtoopto her more pow'rfyl charms, 
She wears Your Robes to ſhew her Vicory, 


And is, what you: onice thought yout {elf to be, 
Your glorious Conqueſt;: and 1lluſtrious Fame, 
Give her-renown; butt you eternal ſhame. 

All is to her, by whom! you're conquer d, due ; 
Go now 4nd brag of -what remains to you: 
I; nota ſhame, that her ſoft Arms ſhou'd bear 
The. Lions rugged $kin you once did wear ? 
Theſe ſpoils are nat the Zong but your own, 


The Beaſt you Conquer'd, you ſhe overcome. 
Sherakes your Club. up in her feeble hand, 
And in her Glaſs ſhe learns how to Command. 
AlithisT heard: yet -cou'd not belive 
Tacfad report, which cauſes me to grieve. 


Your {ole is brought before my face, 


} muſt be witneſs of -my own diſgrace. ls 
Whilſt. 
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Landis 


Whilſt | refle&-oh my vittichpy Fae,” 
She makes her:Entry in the: Town in State. | 
Not as a Captive with her hair unbound,”: - 
Nor her dejeQted Eyes fixt. on the Ground ; 
Bur cover'd ore with Jewels and with Gold, 
As Phrygia once gid- Hercules behold ; 

And ſalutes all. with as; much Majeſty, - 

As if her Father-had the Victory. 

Perhaps to leave, me is deſiga d by you, 

True to your! Miſtreſs, to your. Wife untrue. 
You'll be Divorcd from me, and Marry her, 
| The Conquer'd muſt obey the Conquerour. 
This fear: tormencs me more than all the reſt, 
1 And asa Dagger, wounds my troubled Brealt. 


I knew the time when you did love me more 
Than any ſhe whom you do now adore. 
But oh! as I am writing, the news flics, 

1 That by a poiſon'd Shut my Husband dies. 


What have I done 2 whither has Lave drove re ? 


ls Love the Author of ſuch Cruelty ? 


Q 4 Shatl 


| And furely Dearh's n argument of Love 
Heleager will a Siſter find inme; | 

Shall Deiaxirg be afraidto to-die # 
Unhappy-Houſe ! Uturpers fill the Throne, 
 Whilt the true Sayereign is eſteen'd by'none, 
One Brother waſts his Life in foreign Lands, 
The other periſh'd by hjs Mother's hands, 
Who on her elf reveng'd the Crimme+ \'Fhen wy 
Should Deianirg be afraid"to die ?' ')' ©: 

Only this thing 1'beg with my laſt breath, 

Not to believe that T defign'd your death. 
As foon as you ſtruck Neſſas with: your dart, 
His blood, he fgid, would Charni'a firayiog hear A 
In it I dipt the ſhirt, 'twas but to try : 
O Deianira make, make liaſte to die. 
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CYDIPPE. 


Mr. R.. A UK E. 


The ARGUMENT. 
Acqntize in the Temple of at Delos, ( fa- 
+ nous for the reſort of the 'moſt Beauti Vir- 
ins all Greece ) fell in Love with Cydi 
ly of (Quality much above his own ; not da- 
ro we BS to Court her opent ly, he found this | 
device to obtain her: He writes upon the faireſt 
- Apple that could. be procured, a couple of En 
to this effect, 


” [ fear by Chaſte Diana, I will be 
” In Sacerd Wedlock ever joyn'd to thee. 


* 
- ve 


ACONITIUS to » CEDIPBEC 
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a [Hg "For that's rnough which you have Sworn 
Read it;/ſo may: that violent- Diſeaſe, - _ (before, 
"Which thy dear body, but my" foul'doth ſeiſe, £ 
| Forget its too long praftis'd Cruelty; 
And health to you reſtore, and you to me: 
and wg! 
=; Why 


. 
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As when you firſt did in the Temple ſwear : 
Truth to your. plighted Faith is all I claim ; 

And truth can never be the cauſe of ſhame. \ 
Shame lives with guilt, but you your Vertue prove |, 
In favouring mine, for mine's a Husband's love. | , 
Ah! to yourſelf thoſe binding words repeat | V 


Why do you bluſh > for bluſh you do I fear, | 


That once your wiſhing Eyes ev'n long'd to meet; 
When th' Apple brought 'emdancing to your feet. 
There you will find the Solemn Vow. you made, | 
Which, if your health, or mine can ought perſwade, | y, 
You to perform ſhould rather mindful be, 
Than great Diana to revenge on thee, 
My fears for you increaſe with my deſire, 
And Hope blows that already raging fire ; 

For hope you gave; nor can you this deny, 

For the great Goddeſs of the Fane was by ; 

She was, and heard; and from her hallowed Shrine 
A ſudden king auſpicious light did ſhine, 


Ve 


had. 
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Her Status ſeem'd to:nod its awful head, 
And giveits glad conſent to what you ſaid ; 
Now, if you pleaſe, accuſe my proſperous cheat, 
Yet ſtill confeſs 'twas/Love that tawght me it. 
In that deceit what did T'elſe defign, 
But with your dwniconſent to make you mine? - 


What. you my Crime, :1 call my: Innocence, 


$ 


Since Loving youihas been my. Svleoffence. 
Nor nature. gave me nor has practiſe: taughe/ /'' - 


The Nets with-which young” Virgins hearts ar# 


de, Yourny accuſer z2ught/me'to Jeceive, (caght, 


10e 


Her 


And Love, withiyon,-did/hieu(liRtence give; - 
For Love ſtood by and ſmiling b#8 me write 
The cunning words he did himſelf-itidite: 
&ain, youſee I-write by his Command, | + © 
Ne guides my Pen; and rules my'willing hand; 
Again ſuch kind; fuch-loving words I ſend, ' 

As makes me, ' fear:that Iagain offend. 

Yetif my Love's my Crime, I muſt confeſs, 


{Great is my Guilt, but never ſhall be leſfs. 


Oh 
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Oh that I due taighe ever. quity prove, 

In finding out-new paths to reach thy Love: : 
Athonfand ways. to: that ſteep-Mountain lead, 
Tho' hard to, find; and difficult to tread. 

All theſe will I find out, and. break through all,: -/ 


For which my Flames compar'd, the danger's ſmall. 


Yet if we Mortals any thing:doreſec, 
One way or, other:you muſt-yield tome. 


If, all-my Aris: ſhould fail, toidems I'll fliy,- 1 
And ſnatch by: force what you-my+-Prayers deny” 
} all thoſe Heroes mighty 44s applaud, . 

Who firſt have led me'thisIllyſtrious Road. . » .. 
I too—— but hold;: death the reward -will-be, - 


The Gods aloneknow what the'end will be, t 


Death be it thetroS - 1 1 nie 3. 

For to-loſe-you is-moxe than death-to me. 

Were you leſs fair, Id uſethe vulgar way 

Of tedious courtſhip, and of dulldelay. 

But thy:bright form kindles more eager fires, 
Aad ſomething wondrous, 85 it (elf, inſpires; 
Thoſo 


b o_ —_ _ 
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| Thoſe Eyes that alt the Heavenly Tightyour ihe 


(Which oh! may!ſt thou behold! 38 fÞve is mild 
Thoſe ſnowy Arvis which on my neck Mbu'd 61," | 
If you the: Vows'you fade, regard bt g1j 044242 
Thar modeſt Swettnitt®lant betsfhing Gtket® 197 = 
Thar paitts with HWihg"red Year Wining 14" 
Thoſe Feet with which ity ol Winal p34 
That through ths Siler Flood Be 9373 Bug;! 
Do all confpir@tly' lone ho WaHte"" nt 1918 
Wh ll he ed de 4" gh," 
Which coi'd i'Statle} Wike'r Gd ite "vie, E 
And all the. ſeri Oy * vo A ea] t— ; 2-V7 
No wonder'the#YFWith þ Beb33, fir 4, 4\ 8 


T of your Love th S3GHeg va ie s Ha08 


Txt? it 
(2 


Rage now, #nd beas ingry as vi 


mY 41h, \ Lff0 


Your very frowns all orhet hey Ak, 
But give me leave chit anger tg appeals, 


1p nf 


- | By my ſubmiſſion'that my Love did'raiſe. Ji þ 


fro 
Your pardon proſtrate at your f&c111; crave, 
The humble poſture of your guilty Slave. - 
With 
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| Why in my abſence are you thus ſevere? 


' With pride; whatever ;you.inflied receive, 


With falling tears. your fiery rage Tl cool, 
And lay the rifing Tempeſt. of your Soul.. | 


Surnmon'd at your Tribunal to appear, | 
For all my Cri I'd gladly tutfer there, 


And love the wounds thoſe hands vouchiafe to give, 
Your Fetters too-—But they alas'art vain, 
For Love has bound me, and. 1 bug my Chain. 
Your hardeſt Laws with patiencerT'll obey, 
Till you your flf at laſt cclene and fy, 
When all my ſufferings you, with. pity ſee, . 
He that can love. fo wel, is worthy me. 
But if all this hav d unſucceſsful prove, 

Diana claims for me your promisd: love... 

O may my fears, be falſe | yet ſhe delights 
In juft revenge of her. abuſed. Rites. 

I dread to hide, what yet to. ſpeak. I-dread, 
Leſt you ſhou'd think that for, my. ſelf 1 plead, 


Yet 


DTT. I 


Yet 


'S 
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Yet out: it inuſt Tis this, 'Tis ſurely chis, 


That is the fuel to your hot diſeaſe: 

When waiting Zymen at your Porch attends, 
Her fatal Meſſenger rhe Goddeſs ſends. 

And when you would'to his kind call conſent, 
This Feaver does your perjury prevent. 
Forbear, \forbear thits to provoke her rape, 
Which you To eaſily may Yet allwage. ha 


Forbear to make thac lovely charming Face,.... 


The prey*to every envious diſeaſe : 
Preſerve thoſe looks to. be enjoy'd by me, 
Which-none ſhould ever but with wonder fee + 
Let that freſh colour ro-your Cheeks return, 
Whoſe glowing flaine J7d'f!l-beholders burn. | 
But ler:on him, th' untiappy cattſe of all 
The ills that from Diara's anper fall, 
No greater torments light than thoſe T feel, 
When you my deareſt, tend'reſt part arc ill. 
For oh#: with what dire Tortures am I rackt, 
2008 different griefs ſucceſſively diſtrac! 

R Sometimes 
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ban from thi do's higher grow, / 
To think' that-I have caus'd ſo much to you. 


Then great Diana's witneſs, chow I pray, 

That all our. Crimes on:me alone ſhe'd lay !. 
Sometimes to, your loy'd doors diſguis'd I come, 
And all around. 'em up and down I roam. 

Till I your Woman coming from you ſpy, 
With looks dejedted, and a weeping .eye | I 
With filent ſteps, like, forme fad-Ghoſt I ſtcal ; 


Cloſe up to her, and urge her to reveal 
More than new queſtions ſuffer her to tell : 
How you had ſlept, what. diet you had us'd? Fi 


And oft. the vain Phyficiags art accusd. F 
He every; hour (Oh,! were I bleſt as he!) [T: 
Do's all the-turns. of your Diſtemper;ſee ; Fo 


Why fit not I by your Bed-fde all day,; '& JT 

My mouraful head in your warm boſom lay, ; 
Till with my fears the inward fires decay 2 

Why preſs not I your melting hand in mine, 


And from your ou of my own health divine? ] 
Bub | 
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'& But oh! theſe waſhes all are, vain; .and_ he © ih 
. Whom moſt I fear, may now: fit cloſe by thee, K. 
Forgetful as thou art of Heaven, and, me. "OR - 
| He that lov'd hand does preſs, _and oft does feign 
Some. new excuſe to feel hy beating vein. x I : 
Then his bold hand up to Jour arm. does ſlides : 
And in your panting breaſt i it ſelf does hide; 

| Kiſſes ſometimes he {natches 100 from thee, | mm 


for his officious care tqo great ; 2 Fee, 
Robber, who gave thee leave totaſte that lip, 
And the ripe haryeſt of my kiſſes reaps 

For they are mine, {o is that boſom too, 
Which falſe as tis, ſhall never harbour you. . 
{Take, take away thoſe thy Adulterous hands, © 
for know another Lord that breaſt Commands, 
Tis true, her Fagher promis'J her to to thee, 
but Heaven and ſhe firſt give ye | ſelf to me, © 
d you in Juſtice therefore ſhou' d decline __ 
\? our chim to. that which i is  alrdady mine, 


4 
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Thi bs the Man, "Gtippe, that excites | ; 
[ Dhand's rape, to vindickte her Rires. 
| x, Command him then not'to' approach thy OR 


FITEENT 2 4d; Mag) 


' This done, che danger of your death is o're. 


1 31 #5 


Bb For "ar not, | beaureous Maid, but keep thy Vow, 
Which rent | Diana head, ahd did aſlow. 

| And he who 0 took i it, will thy health reſtore, 

| | be pee "8 as ſhe was before!” 

l] ap Tis not the fleam of 2 Thin Heifer's blood, 

| © That can allay the 7 ariger of a God. 

| **Tis Truth, and Tuffice to our Vows, appeaſe * « 
* Their angry Deities, and without theſe qd 
* No Nlavghter' d Beaft their fury can divert ; © 
J For t that SA Sacrifice without a heart. 

W--. Some, birrer Potions pariently endure, 

= And kiſs the wounding Launce that works the 


You have no need theſe cruel cures to feel, 


| Shun being perjur d only, and be well, 
Why let you ſtill your pious Parents weep, 


Waarp you in ign'rance of your promile keep ? 
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| Oh! to your Mother all our Story: tell, .;: -.;j/7 
* And the whole progreſs of our Love reveal, -: 
Tell her how firſt at great Diana's Shrine, 

l fixt my eyes, my. wondring eyes. on thine. 

|. How like the Statues there I ſtood amaZzd, 


: \ 
©. AERO. > , 
+. - : 


* Whilſt on thy face intemprately I gaz'd. + NR JF 
She will her ſelf when you'my tale _ C 
Smile, and approve the Amorous deceit, 


| Marry, ſhe'll fay, whom Heavencommendsto. thes, 


I. He who has pleas'd Dzana, [pleaſes me; 2 
ij But ſhould ſhe ask; from what deſcent I came; 

004 My Country, and my Parents, and my name, : 
1 Tell her that none; of theſe, deſerve my ſhame; ”; 


Ys 


\'Þ Had you notſworn, you ſuch a one might chooſe ; 


© But were he worſe, now ſworn, you can't refuſe. 


LI. .. K 
wh 4 This in my dreams Diana bad me write, 
And when I wak'd, ſent Cupid to indite : 


Bs TVhich wound it you with eyes of pity ſee, 
p 


"JObey 'em both, for one has wounded me, ; 


a IShe tco will ſoon relent that wounded hee 
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Then to cus Joys with cager taſte we'll move, 
'As full of Beauty you, as I of Love. 


More1 cou'd write, but ſince thy illneſs reigns, 
And wracks thy tender Limbs with ſharpeſt pains, 


Stat LO et © , 


_— 


To the great Temple we'll in. Triumph go, 
And with our Offerings at the Altar bow. 
A Golden Image there Fll conſecrate, 

Of the falſe Apples innocent Deceit ; 

And write below the happy Verſe that came, 
The Meſſenger of my ſucceſsful flame ; 

* Let all the World this from Acontius know, 
** Cydippe has been faithful to her Vow. 


My Pen falls down for fear; leſt this might be, 
Altho' for me too little, yet too much for thee. 


+ 


| CYDIPPE 
|ACONTIUS. 
_ Mr. B L BR. 
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4 FN filent fear I read your Letter- ore; 
Leſt I ſhou'd Swear as I had done before ! 
© | Nor had I read, but that I feard t' engage 
« '| By my negle@ the perviſh Goddels Rage: 

4 In vain I deck her Shrine, her Rites attend, 
The partial Goddeſs ſtill remains your'Friend. 
_— | A Virgin rather ſhou'd a Virgin aid, 

But where I ſeek Relief I am betray'd ! 
| I languiſh, and the Cauſe of my Diſcaſe 
pp As yet lies hid, no Med'cine gives me Eaſe. 
R 4 | In 
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* - "x 


in _ Ighis Letter wri W 
x myſſickher Toy indite: 


Be What anxious fear alas afflicts me too, 
Leſt any but my truſty Nurſe ſhou'd know ! 
| Topain nd tirge to write, the door ſhe keeps, / 
And whiſpering tells the Viſitants, She ſleeps. 
Worſe ills I cou'd not for your fake ſuſtain, 


*Tho' you had merit equal 'to my Pain. 
Your Love betrays, my Beauty proves my Snare, 
I had been happy had I ſeemdleſs Fair: 
Whilſt with your Rival you contend to raiſe 
My Beauty's Fame, I periſh by your Praiſe: 
Whilſt neither will admit the others Claim, 
The Chaſe is hinder'd, and'both miſs the Game. 


My Nuptial day draws on, my Parents preſs 
The Sacred Rites, my blooming years no- leſs; Þ| - 
| But whilſt glad Zymes at my door attends, * *| / 


Grim Death waits near to force me from his hands. 
Some call my-Sickneſs Chance, and ſome pretend 
The Gods this Lett to croſs my Nuptials ſend ; 

Whilſt 


Is. 


-nd 


ſt 


By Philtra's, to have wrought upon. my. Bredh.. 

If then your Love ſuch miſchief can create, 

What Miſery is reſerv'd for her you Hate} 
Wou'd I to Delos ne're had found. the way, 

At leaſt not found it on that fatal Day! 

When in our Port our Anchors firſt we weigh'd, 

Thtunwilling veſſel ſtill /th' Harbour ſtay d ; 


Twice did croſs winds beat back our flagging Sails, | 


Said I,croſswinds2 no! thoſe were proſp'rons Gales! 
Thoſe winds alone blew fair, that back-convey'd 
Our Ship, and thoſe.that oft our paſſage ſtay'd. 
Yet I to ſee fam'd Delos:am in pain, . 

And fondly of each hindring blaſt complain, 

By Zenos Iſle, and, Mycone we Steer'd, 

Ar laſt fair Delos winding Clifts appear'd ;, 

And much I fear leſt now the Fairy Shore 
Shou'd vaniſh, as 'tis ſaid t' have done before. 

At night we Land, ſoon. as;the day return'd - 

My platted 'Treſſes are with Gems adotn'd; 


Then 
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| Whilſt by ſeverer Cenfure you are gueſt, 


- 

_- 

- 

- : 
ab By 
4, EE 
hd , 
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Then to dttend-the Sacred' Rites we go, _ 
And pious Incenſe on each Altar throw, 
My Parents there at their Devotion ſtay ; 
' My Nurſe and I through all the Temple fray : 
We view each Court,and each, freſh wonder brings? 
PiAtures, and Statues, Gifts of ancient Kings. 
But whilſt into theſe Rarities I pry'd, 
'T am my ſelf 'by fly Acontiue fpy'd. 
Thence to' the inmoſt Temple we remove, 
' The place that ſhou'd a Sanctuary prove. 
Yet there I find the Apple with this Rhime— 
Ah! me, I'd like t have ſworn the ſecond time! 
The Name of Wedlock I no ſooner read, 

But through my Cheeks a troubled bluſh was ſpread. 
Why didſt thou cheat an unſuſpeQing, Maid ? 

I ſhou'd. have been intreated, not betray'd: 

s then the Goddeſs bound to take thy part ? 
And ratifie an Oath without the heart > 


The will conſents, but that was abſent there ; 
reid indeed the Oath, but did not ſwear. 


. 


-” 


Yet 


et - 
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| Yet cannot I deny that 1 ſuſpe& * 


Diaxa's Rage this ſickneſs does inflit ; 


} Glad Zmes thrice did to'our Courts repair, 
| Thrice frighted fled to find Death planted there. 


Thin Cov'rings on my Feaveriſh Limbsare ſpread, 
My Parents mourn me as already Dead. 
What have I done to merit this Diſtreſs, 

That read but words whoſe fraud I cou'd not gueſs! 


Do thov,ev'n thou from whom my ſuff” rings ſpring, 
T' appeaſe the Goddeſs Rage thine OfFrings bring. 


| When will thoſe hands that writ the fatal Rhime, 


Bear Incenſe to remove my Pain, thy Crime! 


' Nor think that thy rich Rival, tho' allow' d 


To Viſit, is of greater Favours proud. | 
By me he fits, but ſtill, juſt diſtance keeps, 


| Reſtleſs as 1, talks ſeldom, often weeps: 


Bluſhing he takes a kiſs, and leaves a tear, 
And once his Courage ſerv'd to Cry—My Dear. 
But from his arms ſtill by degrees I creep, | 
And to prevent diſcourſe pretend to ſleep. 


. 
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He finds, but wou'd his ſenſe 0'th' flight diſguiſe, 
He checks his Tongue, but chides me with his Eyes | 
With grief he waſtes, and I with Feavers pine, 
"Tis-we that ſuffeg, but th' Offence was thine. 
You write for leave to come and ſee me here, 


Yet know your former viſit coſt me dear. 
Why wou'dſt thou hither come, thou canſt but ſee 
The double Trophies of thy Cruelty. 

My Fleſh conſum'd, my Checks of bloodleſs hue, 
Such asT once did in'thy Apple view. 

Shou 'dſt ſee me now thqu wou'd(t repent thy Cheat, 
Nor. think me worth ſuch exquiſite Deceit. 

To Delos back with greater haſte wou'dſt go, 
And beg the Goddeſs to releaſe my Vow. 

On new deſigns thy fancy wou'dſt imploy, 
Contrive new Oaths the former to deſtroy. 


No Means have becn omitted to procure 4 
. My health, but ſtill my Feav'riſh firs endure: 
We ask'd the Oracle what caus'd my pains 2 


The Oracle of broken Vows complains! 
The 
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The Gods themſelves on your behalf declare : 

F What haſt thou done to merit this their care? 
Þ But it i5—and I at laſt inline, __ 

1 Sincethat thowart their choice, to make thee Mine. 
Already to my Mother I've declard, . 
How by your Cunning I have been ioſnar'd.. 


F've done, and what I have already” faid, >> : | 


I fear is more than will become Maid. xx 
My thoughts are. now confu$, "and can inifite - hs 
No more, my feeble hand' no mote can write, .: 
Nor need I more ſubſcribe, but this. Be True/” 
And (fince it muſt be ſo) my Dear. Adieut:": .; 
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- Lutarch's Lives, Tranſlated from-. the Greek by 
ſeveral Eminent Hands. + In” five: Volumes- in 
.  OGFavo, Adorn'd. with fifty.five- Copper Cutts. 


The. Fig. #olume contains, 


The Life. of Plutarch,;by Mr. Dryden. 1T beſeus, by 
Mr, Duke. Romulus, by _ Mr. Smallmood.".\ Lycurgus, 
by.-Mr. -Cbetwood,..' Numa: - Pompilius; by. Sir \ 
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*  onallus, by Mr. Pain. Pericles. by: Dri. Littleton. 
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The Second Yolume contains, ou 


Coriolanus, by Dr. Blome. 

Paulus Emilius,” by Mr. Arrowſmith.;- | Timoleon, > by 
- Marſellus, 
by Dr. Charleton, Ariſtides, by Mr. Cooper. Mar- 
cus Cato, by Sir John Lydcott. Philopemen, by Dr. 


Sboyt, Titus Flaminius, by Mr. Whitacye. 


The 


The Fourth Folume contains, 


Agehilaus, by . Dr. Ntedban, Pompey,” by Dr. Oldys, s. 
Alexander by Mr. Evelin, us Ceſar, oy Dr. 
Men.” zon, by Dr/Fowke. Cato, by Dr. 
| 1i Apis," by Sir Robert Thorold. " Cleomenes, © by Mr. 
= .- Creech, Te therius, and” Cajus' Gracchi, - by Mr. 


Warren. | 
The Fifth Volume contains, | 


| Demetrius, by Dr.\Nalſon. Mare Antony, by Dr. Fra- | 

:112xer, \ Demoſthenes, by————Adarcus Tullins Cicero, 

»oby Dr. - Sammel | Fuller. + " Afatus," x! Got Bateman. | 
- Artaxerxes;\ by Mr. Oally/ Dion, by Dr. "Wedall. 

'— . - Mares Brutus, by Mr. Duke;”"" Galba, by Mr. Cy ' 

X .:Otho,: by Mr. Beatonont. £2 Fo) 


. % General Chronological Hi iſtory of France, beginning | 
| before the. Reign of  Pharamond, and ending with | 
that of Henry the Fourth; containing both, the Ci- / 
--vil-and' Eccleſiaſtical Tranſations of that” King- | 
/-\domr',” Written'by the- Famous Monſieur PI 
Pla of France, © 
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REFACE. 


; * Ulus Sabinus flouriſhed in theReign 


of Auguſtus, and wascontempora- 
| ry with Ovid. He wrote a Book of 
Elegies to-his Miſtreſs Triſena :- Left ſome 
unfiniſh'd Poems of the Ancient Roman Re- 
ligion and Ceremonies. He alſo wrote ſeve- 


| | ral Epiſtles like Ovid's; and theſe parti- 
| | Cularly i anſwer to ſo many of that excel- 


| lent Poer's, viz. Hippolytus to Phezdra, 
' Eneas to Dido, Jaſon to Hypſipyla, Phaon 
2o-Sappha, .Ulyſlcs to_ Penelope, Demo- 
phoon to Phyllis, azd Paris 70 OEnone, . 
Of all which the injury of time has depri- 
ved ws ; the three laſt excepted. 
The Learned Hewaſius ſpeaking of theſe 
W three 


 wR4 - 
.* C3 
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- three Epiſtles, calls them a Tre muy 
inzeert they expreſs fo. much of a 

nick Genius, and maintain their Cha 
ſo vell, that it has been thought © 


this Edition to give art Engliſh Verſion" 
Be re And that the rather, becauſe in allM 
ne beſt Editions of Ovid's Works,t 
FAY Sabinus are found inſerted. 


Se 
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7 LYSSI Es 
PENELOPE. 
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The ARGUMENT, | 
Ulytles having received Penelope's Epiſtle, by 


| this anſwer. ny to clear ber doubts, ard | 
— ,_ '.. calm her thoughts. | fie tebs ber. with what For- Y 
' . titude he had gone Fu h the warious hardſbips 
that had bef faln him ; and that having conſulted 
 Tireſias bac Pallas, he was, determiifd to return 
iſt. | ſuddenly to Ithaca, but (to comply withthe Oracles ) 
383 alone, and in diſguiſe. And as he is careful to magyi- 
H bis Love, and Fears for her, and her extraor- 
dinary Conſtancy and Chaſtity: So he forgets not 
to tel] her what he ſaw in Elifium, whither he 
_— went-to conſult Tireſias. 


Hee does at laſt let fad Zlyſſes ſee 
The' welcome Lines of his Penelope, 


WF: >> & 


- 
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So much thy known dear Characters did pleaſe, 
That wy long/troubles found an inſtarit caſe, Wh: 
If 1 am flow, ' tis only to relate = 
To thee my many wounds from angry Fate. by” 2 
Well might the Greeks indeed have thoughtme ſlow, - 
When byTeign'd Madneſs I delay'd to go: " 
Nor Will nor Power had 1 to leave thy- Bed, 
But to poſſeſs thy Charms from Honour fled. 
You bid me come and never ſtay to write ; 


But adverſe Winds detain me from thy ſight. 
Troy hinders not, a place once ſo rever'd, 

In Aſhes now; no longer to be fear'd. 
Hetior and all her mighty men of Fame _ 4% 
Are now- no more, are nothing but a Name. , 
By night the Thracian Monarch Rheſus ſlain, 
I fafely to our Camp return'd again : 
Leading his warlike Horſes 'my juſt Spoil, 

. The Noble Triumph far the Victor's toil. 
The Shrine wherein the Phrygian ſafety lay, 
My tortynate contrivance. brought away. 

| | | Shut 
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by. -- Shut in that Horſe that need the bane of How 
© Unmov'd T heard Caſſandra cry, deſtroy 

The Engine quick ; the Foe your ruin ſeeks : - 

«4 + ke © Burn, burn it quite, nor truſt the crafty Greets... 

Fo me oblig'd the great Achilles lies 

6 | W "For his laſt Rites, his Funeral Obſequies : 
PF Which aQion fo. the Grecian army warms, 
For his recoverd Corps they give: his) Arms. 
But, what avails! the Sea has all engroſt ! 
My Ships, my Arms, and'\my Companions loſt 1- 
Tho all things elſe Fate's Cruelties remove, 
They have no power to ſhake my conſtant Love. 
That till endures, and triumphs over all; 

| Nor can by Scylla, or Charibdi fall. 

+, To alter that the charming Sirens fail; 

Nor can the fell Autiphates prevail. 

Nat touch'd by Circe's Arts from her I' fled : 

Nay ſhun'd the profer of a Goddeſs's Bed 

| Each promis'd, ſo ſhe might become my Wife, 

1 To give me deathlefs Joys, and endleſs Life. 

. A4 Both 
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wy OLYSSES to wy 1 El f 


Bott I rejeQ, and having chbe inview,,.. 
My dangerous Travels chearfully renew: 


| Let not theſe Female Names beper new ſears, 7 # | 


Alarm thy breaſt, -nor drown thine eyes in tears? 


What Circe, what-Calypſo cou'd effet: * _ 

Secure of me, all chilling doubts neglect. T 

That you my open Soul: may naked view, 

I will confeſs, that 1 have fear'd for you. 

When I was told how numerous a reſort 

Of eager Rivals crowded in your Court ; 

All pale I grew, life left my outward parr, 

Scarce the retiring blood preſerv'd my heart. 

Beſieg'd by prefling youthful Lovers round, 

Their Bowls with Wine,” their Heads with Roſes 
(crown'd, | 

My growing doubts to wild diſorders haſte ; 

_ Ah!: canT think ſhe ſtill is mine, and chaſtÞ! 

If me ſhe wept, her Charms wou'd not be ſuch : 

Cou'd ſhe thus conquer, if the ſorrow d much 2 

Yet quickly-love returns, when I perceive 


"How well your chaſte'your pious Arts deceive 


Your 


Tc 4 " 


\ 
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-- | Your haſty Suitors, and procure delay, | 
: 1 4 By night undoing what you weave by day. 
2£Þ- Yet fear T, left ſome buſie Lover's eyes 


> Thee at thy honeſt Artifice ſurpriſe. : 
Better by Polyphemus had T dy'd, 
Than know thee facrificd to Luſt and Pride. E 
Better to Thracian Arms have faln a prey, 19 
_ Whilſt there as yet my wandring Navy lay. 
Or then have yielded finally to Fate, 
| When [return'd ſafe from the S:ygian State: 
| "Twas there I faw, among thi immortal Dead, 
| My late dear Mother's venerable Shade. 
'She told his Houſe's troubles to her Son ; 
ſes I griev'd ſhe thrice did my embraces ſhun. _ 
There too-the great Protefilaus 1 met, Ws 
' Who ſcorning Death, firſt of the Grecian Fleet : 3 
With Hoſtile Arms the Phrygian Shores did greet. | 
F Now happy with his prais'd Wife he roves " 
| Fearleſs of change, through the Elifian Groves: *y ; 
3 
; Lamenting - FA 
(our | 53S: -of 
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Lemming not. he did fo young deſcend; - \ + Ss 
Pleas'd. with an Early ſince fo Brave an end,” 2: : 3 
I faw, alas! nor cou'd from tears refrain, : 


The noble Agamemnon newly ſlain. Fe 1 
| That mighty Chief, glorious and fafe at 7roy,. 4 7 
Eſcaping too in the Eubgan Sea, i 
Where furious Na«plizs's horrid Arts had done 
Such ills, for Veogeance for his guilcy Son. 
But whilſt, rejoycing for his ſafe return, . 
Atrides does his. grateful Incenſe burn, 

By imipious hands his ſacred Blood is ſpill'd, 
And by a thouſand Wounds the Prince is kill'd, | 
- This tragick end had the great Hero's Life, 
Contriv'd and manag'd by a wretched Wifez | 
Pretending Vengeance for his Amorous Crime, 3h 


To cover her's, ſtrikes firſt and murders him. _ - I 
When Victory had bleſt the Grecian ſide, *Þ 
And we our 7rejax Pris'ners did divide, 
Great Hefor's Wife and Siſter I refuſe, 
And the old FZecuba do rather chuſe ; 


. 
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Y "6 he... ADM. Ad 


#1 q'] 'To her negledted Age 1give my Voice, 


{Leſt Love night oem 10 mingſsin the Choice, 
+* No longer her in humane form-we'\meet, 
A fearful Omen to my parting Fleet, - 


| "He enrag'd heart with grief and rancour burns, | 


| \ F la barking, howles, and ſnarling now ſhe ends 


And ſuddenly to 8 mad Birch ſhe turns ; 


The loud Complaints her wild Affliction ſends. 
As if amazd, the late calm Winds and Sea 
Start into Tempeſts at the Prodigy. 

By dangerous Storms 'now am I rudely toſt; 
Now wandring long in unknowft Regions loſt. 
But if the wiſe 7ireffas can as well 

Our future Joys as Miſeries foretell ; 


| The prophecy'd Diſaſters having paſt, 


I enter on my kinder Fate at laſt. _ 
 Pallas now joyns me on an unknown Coalſt : 


| Safe led by her I can no more be loſt. 


Pallas, whom now the firſt time I falute 
Since Z/inm's fall, pleas'd hears my: humble ſuit. | 
ES | What 


. a © 
% "HO 
$ 


0 viY $525 'to rENELOME 


— ww oa +. Oo- ws - —_ — Wn _ _ 


- . 
SIT) 
. 
*Y' 
, N 
©. 
P 
ar 
- o 
j'* G Ss 
* £*% 
* 


What mighty 11s upon the G/ecks were: Arc oug ' f | 


By raſh 0i/i4es-bold and-fingle fault! | 
Not ev'n 7yadies did: the Goddeſs _ 
His Vertue'too did our' AﬀiiQtion ſhare. 

None could his Favour," or his Merit plea, 
But all were puniſh'd for the Impious Deed. 
Yet happy Merelaus no Chance could harm; 
His beauteons Wife was Mill a Counter-charm; 
In vain'the Winds, in vainthe Billows rage, 
While ſhe is there his Paſſion to alſwage. 
Winds have-no-power his*Nifles to reſtrain,” '* 
Nor his'Embraces the tumultuous Main. 
Thrice'happy #,- did I but travel fo, "Th 


For calm'd by thee all Seas'wou'd gentle grow. 
But ſince Zelewathw-with thee I hear 

Is ſafe, extreamly leſſen'd is my care. 

Whoſe too raſh Voyage yer TI needs miuſt blame, 
What ever Sparta cou'd -or*Pylos claim. 


Too wealr th* excuſe evin of his Piety, 
For vent ring out in' ſuch & dangerous'Sea. - 
| But 


_ ULYSSES i PENELOPE. 9 


41 | |, 3ut rigw the Prophet bids me hopey 1 ill Fate 
{Is o're, and now I thy Embraces wait. © 
|= Alone Tome; tempertby rifing Joy; / 
r all Exceſles equally deſtroy. 
1 ot open Force, but Managernint Ke Art, 
| Gods foretell, will Viory impart. 
Amidft a. Feaſt, and iq the. beight « of ons, 
Perhaps my Juſt Revenge I: may reſign, 
And make the ſcorn? d PIyes i fer FY | 
Swift fly" the hours, -and ſpeed chat ad day; 
And 1 when arriv 'd, for Ages let. it. ſtay: | 
[ —__ chat ſhall reftore Joys ſo > loog fed, 


_—_— 
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"EPI ST; 9 
DEMOPHOON + PHILLIS, | 
By the fame Hand. * | 


"The ARGUMENT. 


Phillis,” the young Queen of Thrace, impatient of the 
too long abſence of her lately married Husband De- 
mophoon, the Son of Theſeus Xing of Athens, had 
written him a very paſimate Letter intermixt with | 
Hope. Fear, Love, and Deſpair. Which Letter De- | 
mophoon recetving,he returns this Anſwer. Wheres | 
in ownin? all her kindueſs, he ſhews be loves her with 
an extrean  paſſon ; and that he has no thogghts of 
any other love: tells her, that the diſorders of bu 
Family, requiring more time to re- ſettle than he exe. * 
pedted, are the trne and only cauſes of his ſtay. - He 'S 
gently blames her doubts, and her impatience ; hand- 

ſomly excuſes himſelf ; promiſes an inviolable Cone = 
fancy, and that his Afﬀairs ſettled, he will certainly 


rerurn. 


WW thisis from recover'd Arhens ſent, 
* Can I forget the Aid my Phillis lent? 
No ether Torch has Hymen held for me, 


Ah! were I happy now as when with thee! 
| Theſe | 
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Þ 7heſear (whoſe Noble Blood your mind did move 
'} Much leſs than your own free unbiaſed love) + 

5 ” Hard Fate for us! driv'a from his Regal Throne, 
4 | b But Death has put the bold Uſurper down. 
| Theſeus, who did an equal glory ſhare 

*F With great Alcides in the toils of War, 
When the brave Heroes, with united #320 | 
Broke the fierce Amazonian Troops at length: * 


Theſew, who, when the Minotaure he'd md 
Did of an Enemy a Father pain. 


' Cou'd ſuch a Prince, cou'd fuch a Parent be; 


Without a Crime, abandon'd left by 'me 2 

This, my dear Phifs, is Demophoor's charge ;- 
On this my Brother loudly does enlarge. *'' © 
You preſs, he cries, for the fair Thraciav's Chaim, 
And all your courage ſoften in her Arms. 
Swiſtly the while Occaſion flies away, 

And our difaſters grow by your delay. 


Our Father's Fate, had you made haſt on board, © 


You had prevented, or with eaſe reſtor'd. 
Shou'd 
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Shou'd Athens leſs to you that. Thrace appear, 
Or why a Woman more then both be dear ? 


Thus rages Acamas. Old Ethra now 
With equal anger bends her wrinkled brow; 
That her Son's hands cloſe not her aged eyes, 


—_ © —— Ry or As ens —_——rw—n 
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On my delay with feeble wrath ſhe flies. 

I ſilent ſtand, while-me they both accuſe; 
Nor on their anger, but thy abſence muſe. 
Methinks this moment ſtill I hear '*em fay, 

| While on thy Coaſt my ſhatter'd Navy lay, 
To Sea, to Sea, the Weather now is kind, 

On board, and ſpread thy Canvas to the Wind. 
By what, hard Demophoon, art thou fo took ! 
To thy loſt Country, and thy Father look, 

| Phillis you love, her your example make, 

|; Her Country ſhe for Love will not forſake. 

\ Begs your return, but with you will not ſtir; 
And does a barb'rous Crown to yours prefer. 
Yet in the midſt of all, how of I pray'd, 

By adverſe winds to be till longer ſtay'd ! 
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 DEMOPHOON to PHILLIS. 7 


Ofc Fi [ parting did embrace FY nec, 
| Tbleſt the Storms that did our parting check, 
Nor to my Father will I fear to own © 
What c're for my ſweet Phillis i have done; © 
| - That I avow, or he the ſtory hear, | 
| Is owing to the merits of my Fair. 
Fil tell him freely-that'T cou'd net leave 
Thy dear Embraces, but my Soul truſt grieve. * 
What rocky breaſt from! fuch's Wife cou'd part, 
| But weeping eyes wou'd ſpeak his finking heart! 
| "The Ships the might deny; the does beſtow, | 
| And only bids they be « lite flow. © 
Nor can he chuſe but paidon ſuch a Crime. 
- - Bright Ariadx?'s riot fo loft'in him: 
| Up to the'Stars when cre fie caſts his Eyes, © 
He ſees his ſhining Miftreſs in che Skies. | 
; My Father's blam'd, as he his Wife forſook, 
Tho' by #"God the forcibly was took. : 
| Shall my ll Fate too, Phitts, be the ſame ?, 
7 Enquire the cul, nor me unjuſtly blame. 
ON OE Take 
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Take this ſure Pledge tor Demophooy's return, - 


His heart for you, for you alone does.burn. 
Tt poſſible you ignorant can be  - 1 
3 Of the diſaſters of my Family? ... ? 
I mourn a Parent's Fate, -involy'd in ſgares: .;.. 
And oh that nothipg elſe, cmploy'd,my -cares! . -1 
My .Soul laments a Noble; Brother. dead ; 
Torn by. hh frighted Horles' as. he &:d. | ; 
Not to: excuſe returning have 1 told; 
' Some of the many Cauſes that aiarbokd 
Me from thy Ports, Believe it Fortune's crime, 
Thar I ill beg of:thee, a little time. 
: Declining Theſes I muſt; firit inter: /., - 
Hanour will that to every thiog prefer. - 
That done, for which my Prayers 1 dorepeat 
For leave, to Thrace ] inſtantly retrear. 


Nor do I think. I'm faſe bur i io thy, Arms... T 
Not Was, nor Tempeſls, ſince the fall of Troy, ” 


*,4 # « i 


1 am not falle, bur till adpre thy Charms; | 


| | 
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—— 


To cauſe-delay**' No, that was only ſeen ' © 
Effeted by the kind fair\7bracids Queen” "” * 
Caſt on thy Shores, thou freely didſt fapply, 

- To all my preſſing Wants a Remedy. 


þ - Be ſtill the fame: [Then nothing ſliall remove 


| The happy Demophoon fron Phiis Love. 
What if 4'ten/yeats War ſhou'd now retiew, - 


That Honour ſhoy'd engage me to purſes "x 


1 Penelope thy great Exaimple be, 
- | So fam'd forher Unſpotted Ohalticy. 
| Her curious artful Web, ill underſtood,” © 


| Did her hot Lovers cunningly 'thude. 


| The Woof advanc'd by day,” the nights reſtrain, | 
And ravel to'its Primitive: Wool again. | 
But you with fear, it ſeems, are almoſt dead, 

| Leſt the ſcorn'd Thyacians ſhou'd deſpiſe your = 
Ah, cruel! coufd you with another wed? f 
Is then your Love, is then your Faith ſo lighe? 


- Nor can the fear of broken Vows affrighr 2 


Ba Think 


x6 *DEMOPHOON 4 PHILLIS. 74 


Think what your ſhame, think whae your grief will / 
When my returning Sails from far you-ſee: 
Then, all. in vain repenting tears will flow, 
And own the Conſtancy-you queſtion now.- 
Demophoon comes ! then- in amaze OT 
And to my Armsthrough Winter Storms does fly. 
Ah, why fo great a Guile did I contract ! 1 
And what I blamd in-him why did I a! 
| But Heayen avert :, Nor fet it'ere. be faid, 
That thy fair Vertue cou'd be fo: miſled. | [ 
If ſuch a Fate. ſhou'd 'on my" Phids.light, + | 
The mighty load wou'd overwhelm mequite. 
' Butah! what direfulthreatniog wordsare thole,'- + | 
With which your Letter you unkindly cloſe? **+ / 
 Abſtain, at leaſt tillgreater Cauſe-you ſee, 
To charge my. Houte with double perfidy. 
If to deſert the Cretan were a: fault; 
| Yer'ye done nothing to be guilty-thought. ' + - © 
[| Farewel my Hope's beſt Obje&,; Souliof Love: * 
All that obſtrudts our meeting Heaven remove. 
IP cf May 
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May every Joy Love can, or Fortune give, _ 

+ For ever with ny; Charming Plylls live. 

\ The Wipds now bear my words 3.my Ferign they a 
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I hope 1 ſhall lely to thy Arras convey: 
On to repeat another Nuptial day. 


ta and that I pauſe, 
19D my Honpur are ihe Cauſe, - 
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PARI 


By the m_ Hand. [1 
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The ARGUMENT. *#| 


The forſaken Nymph OEnone having written to 
Paris, to perſwade him to return again to her Em- 
braces, and to ſend back the Fair Grecian 70 her 

' HTusband : Patis in this Epiſtle, endeavurs toex- 
texuate-bis fault ; laying the blame ſomet; zmes 0n 
Fate:and ortune, ard fometimes on the force of 
Love. With gentle words be tryes to mitizate her 
Afiftion ; and concludes adviſing her to exert her 
utmoſt Skil in Magick ( for which ſhe was fawous ) 
to procure quiet to ker ſelf, by reviving his Faffion 

for her, or by extinguiſhing her own. 


——_— uw = 


\ þ\ ya 1ſt you of me fo juſtly, Ny "RY i 
F. " f ] ſeek for plaulible repitzs 1 in Vain. (plai ain, 


I own 
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I own my faulr,- confeſs my broticn Vows, 
Yet my new Love no Peniterice allows.” 


| May this acknowledgment/procure thee teſt, 
' And calm the Tempeſts of OFnine's Brealt. 
> 1 Cupid 5' Shave his Orders but” obey, 


Deferting: thee for charming Helena. 

Your Wit and Beauty Ny mph,you know did' move 
My firſt young Wiſhes, and my bloom of Love. 
My Glorious Birth thenitroubled nor our Toy ; 
Love and our Flocks did all our thoughts employ. 
If talk of Greatheſsminvkd with our ſport, 

I ſwore OZnoxc' might adorn'# Court. 


Thus; tho*now thing'd, did then upon'thee ſmile 


Love; who to Reaſoti what can recorcile 2 
When yowfrom Pay, ind from'the'Saryrs 1:6, 
To take w- Private Shepherd to-your Bed, 
Was it your Reaſort then-you dfd purſue > 

Or kept you .qught beſide your Love in view ? 


My: preſent Paſſion is: from Fate ; for c're 


| 1 did of Leda's, Beautepus Daughter hear, | 


B 4 Inſpir'd 


20 PARISr/OENONE. 
" laſpir'd Caſſandra-did forerel the thiog, - 
Paris ſhall. Zelena to. 1lium bring... . 
In every circumſtance too. well. you ſee 
Th' event has juſtifed-her Prophecy : 
Except thoſe wounds of mine, which yet remain, 


_— — 


To bring me to. my” pitying Nymph again. 

Stilt I remember ſweet OEnone's fear, | 
When firſt we did the ſtrange prediQon hear. 
Melting in Tears—— Ah then, will: Fate remove 
Her Paris from the loſt OEnone's Love! 

Muſt he ſuch Wars, 'Slaughters, and Ruin bring ! 
Be found a Prince thus to.involve the King 
Love taught. me threatned dangers to deſpiſe : 


| And Love equipt me for my Enterpriſe. 
To him impute'the-Crime,-and me-forgive ; 

The God, not Paris, does the Nymph'deceive. 
Apainſt his'Pleaſure what can Mortals fay, 
Whoſe Pow 'r th'immortal Gods themſelves obey > 
When Mighty Fove the! fire' of Cupid burns, 

Into a thouſand various ſhapes he turns; 


Europa's 
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Puropi's Bull, and Danat's. Golden ſhower, 7 
Put each a lovely. Virgin-in his Power, - . - -- >. 
Not Charming Zelew-(cauſs of all thy ror T 
' Had been ſo wondrous, fo divinely Fair, 

Had not Great Jove the Silver Plumes put on,” 
And cheated Zeda with a ſeeming Swan. 

Ore Piny 1da, Jove, an Eagle flies;- | 

With his lov'd Gazimed'to diſtant Skies. TT 
The Valiant Hercules, fo fierce-and bold, 
For Omphale, did a weak Diſtaff hold: 


| Clad like a-Maid bear him-down'to'ſpin,/ ' :»/ 


And Conqu'ring/-ſhie put-on-the Lyod's'Skin.” > | ” 
Your ſelf 4pofo's'proffer'd Love'declinez | © 
And ſhun a God's'Embraces'to be-mine. | ['/ 
| _ Not that a Shepherd with a 'God-caw-vye, 

But it ſo. pleaſes Cupid's Deity. 
If my new Paſſion ſtill, thy. mind diſpleaſe, . 
Yet this at leaſt methinks: might give-thee aha 
That nothing in my Breaſt cou'd quench thy Love; 
But the bright Daughter of the awful Jove:. ,, ;.c; 
Tho' 


| wad 
Tho ge rev enarages diighey R Rave 
Enflame me leſs than her'Enchanting Face. 
I wiſh T had -mskill's in Beatry*been ; 
Then Rival Goddeſſes I had'rrardeen 4 
Not been obnoxious to- great Fawo's hate 
n#$ Wiſe: Minerva-then ſhou'd writate.” 512 ol 
The fatal Apple T to Venus Were ev. a 5 97 
Binds me for ;eveniCimteren's:Slawes |! 
She her Son's Dants will diſtribure-around, 
And give hun/Otders whenand where to wound ; 
Yet is her {tlþ oft wounded: by:His Dart, ..... 
The Wanton Boy fpares noe: hysMorher's Heart. 
Mars to her: Bed! fo.often' did>reſort, 
All Heaven-at:laſt was witgeſitoi their ſport. 
Then to, attradtAzchi/es to-her: Arms, 
Appears a Mortal with: Celeſtial Charms. - 
What wonder Love ſhou'd have tranſported me, 
When his own- Mother Yerus-is: not free 2 
| Wrong 'd Menelaus, tho' hated, Loves; can I, 
55, Oa whom ſhe dotes from the Fair Princeſs fly 2 
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I feouho gathering; Choidefices Spweoriky; 
And threatning| Tempeſts thickea'is the _ 
The angry Greeks with Armies mengee us," 

- -And'HoſtiteFivers rig" out for 'Perpanus; © | 
Let 'em come'on} and fight us if they dave x © 

To -keepthis Beiary we accept their War, 0” 

Her Face,” OBv;, 66 Divite © thing, | *” 

Tis worth the Caresand Danes of a King. | ' 

The Grecias Prin haſting alf'ts Arms,” 

- Enoiigh'evince"(if' You ill d6dbr kr Charms) 

- But her for whom they Fleets and Armies ſend, 

With greater force the 7rojans will defend. 

If any hope OEpone you retain, 

Of ever freeing me from Helen's Chain, 

Quick to thoſe powerful Herbs and Arts repair, 

By which thou ruſt in Heaven,Earth, Sea,and Air. 

- Not Phebus ſelf is learneder than thee, 
Scarce are the Gods from thy ſtrong Magick free. 
Thou by the mighty workings of: thine Art, 

From their pale Orbs the trembling Stars canſt part: 


a4 PARIS © OENONE. 
Call downthe Moon, the Sun's ſwift motion ſtay, 
Protra& the darkneſs, and arreſt the day. 
As Bulls I fed, among the Herd there came | 
Fierce Lyons, . made by thy Enchantments tame. | 
Swift Simois and Xanthus Chriſtal wave | 
Forbore toflow,when your Commands you gave. 
Your Father Cebres. Waters too ſubmit ; 
Nor ſlighethy Charm, ſince all acknowledge it. 
Now, wiſeſt Nymph, exert thine utmoſt Art, 
Quench thy own Fires, or re-inflame my Heart. 


